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PREF AOE. 


THE author has long been of opinion that many of the da

ieal 
nlyths were capable of being rendered into very capital reading for 
children. [n the little vohlnle here offered to the public, he has 
worked up half a dozeu of theIll, with this end in view. A great 
freedOlll of treabnent wa
 ueee

ary to his plan; but it win be ob- 
served by every OIW who atteIllpts to render the
e legends 11lalleable 
in h
 intellectual furnace, that they are nutrvellously independent 
of aU temporary Ill()(l<:>s and f'irculustances. They relnain essentially 
tlw same, after changes that would affect the identity of almost 
anything' el
e. 
He does not, therefore, plead guilty to a 
acrilege, in having 
sonletÏIlles shaped anew, as his fancy dictated, the fornls that have 
been hallowed hy an antiquity of two or three thousand years. 

o epo('h of tiIne can dainl a copyright in these illlnlortal fables. 
They seem never to have been made; and certainly, so long' as nlan 
exists, they can neyer perish; but, Ly their indestructihility itself, 
they are legitilllate subjects for every ag-e to elotlw with its own 
garniture of manners and sentiluent, and to inlbue with its own 
Iuorality. In the pres<:>nt \Tprsioll they luay have lost much of their 
da8sical aspect \01', at all events, the author has not heen careful to 
preserve it), and lut\Te, perhaps, assunled a Gothi(. or romantiC' guise. 
In perfol'Iuing this pleasant task, - for it has heen really a 
task fit for hot weather, and one of tllP nIGst agTeeahle. of a liter- 
ary kind, which he eVer undertook, - the author hm: not aI-ways 
thoug'ht it necessary to write downward, in order to meet the COln- 
prehension of children. H<:> has g-enerally suffered tlw tlwIne to 
soar, whenever such was its tendenC'y, and when he himself was 
buoyant enough to follow without an effort. Children possess an 
unestinulted sensihility to whatever is deep or high, in inlagination 
or feeling, so long as it is siulpl<:> likewise. It is only the artificial 
and the cOIl1plex that hewilder them. 
LF.
ox, July 15, 1R51. 
1 
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TIlE GORGON'S IIE-L\D. 


TANGLE'VOOD PORCH. 


INTROD'C"CTORY TO "THE t
ORUO:N'8 HEAD." 


BENEATH the por('h of the country-seat called Tanglewood, one 
fine autunulê:tllllorning, was assel1l11ed a lllerry party of little folks, 
with a tall youth in tllP nlidst of thelll. They had planned a nut- 
ting' expedition, and were inlpatielltly waiting for the Illists to roll 
up the hill-slope::;, and for th
 sun to pOlU' the wal'nüh of the In- 
dian sunllller over the field::; and pastures, and into the nouk
 uf 
the lllally-rolored woods. There was a prospect of as fine a day as 
ever gladdened the aspeet of this beautiful and cmnfortable world. 
As yet, however, the lllorllillg' mis1 filled up the whole length and 
hreadth of tllP valley. ahoYt:' whieh, OJ) a gently sloping eminence, 
the l1uul
ion 
t()od. 
This body uf white vapur extended to within le

 than a hundred 
yards of the house. It cOlnpletely hid everything beyond that dis- 
tanee, except a few ruddy or yellow tree-tops, which here and there 
elnerged, and were g'lorified by the early sunshine, as was likewise 
the broad surfact-' of the n1Ïst. Foul' or five uliles off to the south- 
ward rose the ::;ul1unit of l\iOllllluent l\Iountain, and 
eellled to be 
floatiug on a cloud. Smne fifteen n1Ïleð farther away, in the san1e 
direction, appeared the loftier DOllle of Taconic, looking blue and 
indistinct, and hardly so substantial as the vapory sea that almost 
rolled over it. The nearer hills, which burdered the valley, were 
half subulerged, and were specked with little doud-wreaths all the 
way to their tops. On the whole there was so ulllCh cloud, and so 
little solid eadh, that it had the effect of a vision. 
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The children alwve-Inentiolled, being as full of life as they could 
hold, kept overflowing frOlll the porch of Tallglewood, and SC
Ull- 
pering along the gravel-walk, or rushing across the dewy herbage of 
the lawn. I can hardly tell how nuuIY of these snmll people there 
were; not less than nine 01' ten, however, nor nlore than a dozen, 
of all S01'tS, sizes, and ages, whether girls or boys. They were 
brothers, sisters, and cousins, together with a few of their young 
acquaintances, who had been invited by 1\11'. and 1\lrs. Pringle to 
spend sonle of this delightful weather with their own children at 
Tanglewood. J aIll afraid to tell you their nalnes, or even to give 
theill any naIlleS which other children have evel' been called by; be- 
cause, to IllY certain knowledge, authors sonletinles get themselves 
into great trouble by accidentally giving the names of l'eal persons 
to the characters in their hooks. For this reason I lllean to call 
them Prinll'ose, Periwinkle, Sweet Fern, Dandelion, Blue Eye, 
Clover, Huddeherl'Y, Cowslip, Squash-Blossom, l\iilkweed, Plantain, 
and Buttel'cul'; although, to be sure, such titles nlig'ht bettel' suit a 
group of fairies than a company of earthly children. 
It is not to he supposed that these little folks were to be pern1Ït- 
ted hy their careful fathel's and nlothers, uncles, aunts, or grand- 
parents, to stray abroad into the wooùs and fields without the 
guardiauship of sOllle particularly grave and elderly person. Oh 
no, indeed! In the first sentence of IllY book, you will recollect 
that 1 spoke of a tall youth, standing in the 111Ïdst of the ('hildren. 
His nanle - (and] shall let you know his real naIlle, because he 
considers it a gTeat honor to have told the stories that are here to 
be printed) - his naIlle was Eustace Brig'ht. He was a student at 
'Villiallls College, and had reached, I think, at this period, the 
venerable age of eighteen years; so that he felt quite like a grand- 
father towards Periwinkle, Dandelion, HIH'klehel'l'Y, Squash-BlossOlll, 
l\1illnveed, and the rest, who were only half or a third as venerable 
as he. A tl-oublt-' in his eyesight (such as lllany students think it 
necessary to have, nowadays, in order to prove their diligence at 
their hooks) had kept hilll frmll college a week or two after the 
beginning of the tel1.ll. But, for nIY part, 1 have seldOlll Illet with 
a pair of eyes that lookt-'d as if tlwy could see farther or hetter than 
those ûf Eustace Bright. 
This learned student was slender, and rathel' pale, as all Yankee 



TA.NGLEJVOOD PORCH. 


5 


students are; hut yet of a healthy aspect, and as light and active 
as if he had wings to his shoes. By the bye, being luuch addicted 
to wading" throug"h strealulets and across meadows, he had put on 
cowhide boots for the expedition. He wore a linen blouse, a cloth 
cap, and a pail' of green spectacles, which he had assunled, probahly, 
less for the preservation of his eyes than fOl' the dignity that they 
iUlparted to his countenance. In either case, however, he might as 
well have let theln alone; for Hucldeberry, a nlischievous little elf, 
crept behind Eustace as he sat on the steps of the porch, snatched 
the spectacles frOlll his nose, and clapped them on her own; and as 
the student forgot to take them back, they fell off into the grass, 
and lay there tin the next spring. 
Now, Eustace Bright, you nlust know, had won great fanle 
aInong the children, as a narrator of wonderful stories; and though 
he sOlnetinles pretended to be annoyed, when they teased him for 
more, and nlUre, and always for nlure, yet I really douht whether he 
liked anything quite so well as to tell them. You ulight have seen 
his eyes twinkle, therefore, when Clover, Sweet Fern, Cowslip, 
Buttercup, and nlost of their playnlates, hesought him to relate one 
of his stories, while they were waiting fol' the ntist to clear up. 
" Yes, Cousin Eustíl<'e," said Priull'ost', who was a hright girl of 
twelve, with laughing' eyes, and a nose that turned up a little, "the 
morning is certainly the best time for tht' stories with which you 
so often tire out our patience. 'Ve shall be in less danger of hurt- 
ing' your feelings, by falling' asleep at the most interesting points, - 
as little Cowslip and T did last night! " 
"Naughty Primrose," cried Cowslip, a child of six years old; 
" I did not fall asleep, and I only shut nlY eyes, so as to see a pic- 
ture of what Cousin Eustace was telling about, His stories are 
good to heal' at nig'ht, lwcause we can dreaI11 about them asleep; 
and good in the mOl'ning, too, because then we can dream about 
thel11 awake. So I hopp lw will ten us OIle this very minute." 
"Thank you, IllY little Cowslip," said Eustace; "certainly you, 
shall have the hest story I can think of, if it were only for defend- 
ing' me so well fl'OlU that naughty Priull'ose. But, children, I have 
already told you so many fairy tales, that I doubt whether there is 
a sing-If' one which you have not heard at least twice over. I am 
afraid you will fall asleep in reality, if I repeat any of thel11 again." 
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" No, no, no !" cried Blue Eye, Periwinkle, Plantain, and half a 
dozen others. " 'Ve like a story all the hetter for hayin
 heard it 
two or three times before." 
And it is a truth, as regards ehildren, that a stOl'y seelllS often to 
deepen its lllark in their interest, not lllerely by two or three, but 
by llluuberless repetitions. But Eustace BI'ight, in the exuberance 
of his resources, scorned to avail hinlself of an advantage which an 
older story-teller would have been glad to gTèlsp at. 
"It would be a great pity," said he, "if a man of my learning 
(to say nothing' of orig'inal faney) could not find a new story every 
day, year in awl year out, for ehihhen such as you. I will tell you 
one of tlw nursery tales that were made for the aIllUSeUlent of our 
great old gTandulOther, the Eètl'th, when she was a child in frock 
and pinafore. There are a hundrprl sueh; aud it is a wonder to 
me that they lm\'e not long' ag'o heen put into picture-hooks for 
little girls and boys. But, instead of that, old gTay-bearded grand- 
sires pore over tlwul in 11luSty yolumes of Greek, and puzzle theln- 
selves with trying' to find out when, and how, and for what they 
were nlade." 
" 'Veil, well, well, well, Cousin Eustal'e!" ('l'Ïed all the children 
at once; "talk llO lnore ahout your storit>s, hut heg'in." 
"Sit down, then, e\'ery soul of you," said Eustace Bright, " and 
be all as still as so lllany Juice. At the slig'htest interruption, 
whether fronl gTeat, naughty Prinu'oðe, little Dandelion, ()r any 
other, J shall bite the story short off hetween IllY teeth, and swal- 
low the untold part. But, ill tliP first place, do any of you know 
what a Gorg'on is?" 
"I do," 
mid Prlll1l'osP. 
" Then hold your tong;ue ! " rejoined Eustace, who had rather she 
would have known nothing' about the lllatter. "Hold all your 
tongues, and I shall tell you a swpet pretty story of a Gorg'on's 
head." 
And so he did, as you may lwgin to read on the next page. 
'V orking up his sophOllloril'al erudition with a good deal of ta('t, 
aud incurrinO' o'reat oblio'ations to Professor Anthon , he , neverthe- 
b b b 
less, disregarded all classical authorities, wheneyer the vagrant au
 
dacity of his inlagination inlpelled hinl to do so. 
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PERSEUS was the son of Danaë, who was the daughter of a king. 
And when Perseus was a very little boy, SOllIe wicked people put his 
mother and himself into a ehest, and set thelll afloat upon the sea. 
The wind ble-\v -freshly, and drove the chest away frOlll the shore, 
and the uneasy billows tossed it up and down; while Danaë clasped 
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 --- I her ehihl closely to her bosom, 
-- and dreaded that some big wave 
would dash its foamy crest over thelll both. The chest sailed on, 
however, and neither sank nor was upset; until, when night was 
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coming, it floated so near an island that it g'ot entangled in a fish- 
erman's nets, and was drawn out high and dry upon the sand. The 
island was called Seriphus, and it was reigned over by King' Poly- 
dedes, who happened to be the fishernlan's Inother. 
This fisherJllan, I aIll glad to tell you, was an exceedingly humane 
and upright lnan. He showed great kindness to Danaë and her 
little hoy; and continued to befriend them, until Perseus had grown 
to be a handsome youth, very strong and active, and skilful in tlH
 
use of arnlS. Long before this tinIe, King Polydectes had Seen tIlt-' 
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two strangers - the mother and her child - who had C0111e to his 
dOlllinions in a floating chest. As he was not good and kind, like 
his brothel' the fisherluan, but extremely wicked, he resolved to send 
Perseus on a dang'erous enterprise, in whi('h he would probably be 
killed, and then to do somf' great lnisehief to Danai:' herself. So 
this bad-hearted king spent a long while in considt'ring what was 
the 1I1OSt dangerous thing that a young man could pOlSlSibly under- 
take to perform. At last, having hit upon an ellterprisf' that 
pronlised to turn out as fatally as he desired, he sent for the youth- 
ful Perseus. 
The young lllan came to the palace, and found the king sitting 
upon his throne. 
"Perseus," said King Polydectes, slniling craftily upon him, "you 
are grown up a fine young nlan. You and your good mother have 
reeeived a great deal of kindness from myself, as well as from my 
worthy hrother the tislwl'man, and I supposp you would not be 
sorry to repay sonle of it." 
"Please your l\lajesty," answered Perseus, "I would willingly 
risk nlY life to do so." 
" 'V ell, then," continued the king', still with a cunning smile on 
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his lips, "I have a little adventure to propose to you; and, as you 
are a brave and enterprising youth, you will douhtless look upon it 
as it great piece of good ludi. to have so rare an opportunity of 
distinguishing yourself. You must know, my g'ood Per
eus, I think 
of getting nmrried to the lwautiful Princess Hippodalnia; and it is 
customary, on tlwse occasions, to nlake the hride a present of SOUle 
far-fetched and elpg'<lnt curiosity. ] have been a littlf" perplexed, I 
HUlst honestly confess, where to obtain anything likely to please 
a princess of her exquisitE" tabte. But, this 1l1orniIlg, I flatter my- 
self, I have thoug'ht of precisely the article." 
" And can I assist YOUl' l\lajesty in ohtaining it?" cl'ied Perseus, 
. 
eagerly. 
" You can, if you are as brave a youth as I believe you to be," 
replied I{ing Po]ydeetes, with the Utlllost graciousness of manner. 
"The bridal gift which I have set IllY heart on pre
enting to the 
heautiful Hippodmllia is the bead of the Gorgon 
ledusa with the 
snaky locks; and [ deppnd on you, my dear Perseus, to hring it to 
me. So, as I am anxious to settle affairs with the princesb, the 
sooner you g'o in quest of the Gorgon the better I shall be 
pleë:lðed. " 
"I will set out to-nlOrrow morning," answered Perseus. 
"Pray do so, my gallant youth," rejoined the king. " And, Per- 
seus, in cutting off the Gorgon's head, be careful to nlake a clean 
strokl>, so as not to injure its appearance. You 11lUSt hring it hOlne 
in the very Lest condition, in order to suit the exquisite tastf' of the 
beautiful Princess Hippodamia." 
Perseus left the palace, but was scarcely out of hearing before 
Polyclectes hurst into a laugh; being greatly amused, wicked king 
that he was, to find how readily the young lUan fell into the snare. 
The news quickly spread abroad that PprsPlls had undertaken to 
cut off the head of l\Iedusa with the snaky lo('ks. Eyerybody was 
rejoiced; for 1l10St of the inhabitants of the island were as wicked 
as the king' himself, and would have liked nothing' better than to 
see SOllle enorlllOUS 11lischief happen to Danaë and her son. The 
only good luan in this unfortunate island of Seriphus appears to 
have been the fishel'lllan. As Perseus walked along, therefore, the 
people pointed after him, and nlade III Ollths, and winked to one 
another, and ridiculed him as loudly as they dared. 
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"Ho, ho!" cried they; "lHedusa's snakes will sting' him 
soundly! " 
Now, there were three Gorgons alive at that period; and tlwy 
were the nlOst strange and terrihle lllonsters that had ever been 
sinee the world was made, or that have been seen in aftpI' days, or 
that are likely to be 
eell in all tilnp to ('ome. I hanUv know"' what 
sort of CI'eature or hobg'oblin to call theln. They werp thref' 
sisters, and seem to have borne sonle distant reseIllhlallCe to women, 
but werp really a very frightful and 111ÏsehienHlR species of dragon. 
It is, indeed, difficult to inutg'ine what hideom; l>pings tlwRe three 
sisters were. 'Vhy, instead of locks of hair, if yon can helieve 
Die, they had each of thelll a hunched enormous snakes growing on 
their heads, all alive, twisting', 'wrigg'ling, eurling, and thrusting' out 
their venomous tongues, with fOl'ked sting's at the end! The teeth 
of the Gorgons were terrihly long' tusks; thf'ir hands were luade of 
hrass; and their bodies were all over seales, which, if not iron, were 
sOlnething as hard and inlpenetrable. They had wings, too, and 
exceedingly splendid ones, J can assure you; for every feather in 
thenl was pure, bright, glittering, hurnished gold, and they looked 
very dazzling'ly, no douht, when the Gorgons were flying ahout in 
the sunshine. 
Rut when people happened to cat(.h a glimpse of their glittpring 
bl'Ïghtness, aloft in the air, the) 
eldonl stopped to gaze, hut ran 
and hid theulselves as speedily as they c.puld. You will think, 
perluqm, that they were afraid of being' stung by the serpents that 
served tlu" Gorgons instead of hair, - or of having' tlwir heads 
bitten oft hy their ngly tusks, - or of being' torn all to pieces hy 
their brazen claws. 'Veil, to be sure, these WeI'e smne of the 
dangers, but by no lneans the greatest, nor the IllOSt cliffieult to 
avoid. For the worst thing ahout these ahominahle Gorgons was, 
that, if once a püor lllOrtal fixed his eyes full upon one of their 
faces, he was certain, that vpry instant, to he ('hanged from warm 
flesh and blood into cold and lifeless stone! 
Thus, as yon will easily perceive, it was a very dangerous advpu- 
ture that the wicked l{ing Polydpetes had contrived for this inno- 
cent young nUHl. Perseus hinisf'lf, when he had thong'ht over the 
nlatter, could not help seeing' that he had very little chance of cOIn- 
ing safely through it, and that he was far nlore likely to becOllle a 
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stone' image than to bring back the head of l\Iedusa with the snaky 
locks. For, not to speak of other difficulties, there was one which 
it would have puzzled an older lnan than Perseus to get over. Not 
only must he fight with and slay this golden-winged, iron-scaled, 
long-tusked, hrazen-clawed, snaky-haired monster, but he 11lUSt do it 
with his eyes shut, or, at least, without so Hiuch as a g'lance at the 
enelny with WhOlll he was contending'. Else, whilt' his arm was 
lifted to stl'ike, he would stiffen into stone, and stand with that up- 
lifted ann for centuries, until tinIe, and the wind and weather, 
should crllluLle hinl quite away. This would be a very sall thing 
to befall a young luan who wanted to perforlll a great many hrave 
deeds, aud to enjoy a great deal of happiness, in this bright and 
beautiful world. 
So disconsolate did these thoughts nlake hini, that Perseus could 
not hear to tell his Hlother what he had undertaken to do. He 
therefore took his shield, girded on his sword, and crossed over frOlll 
the island to the nutin-lalld, where he sat down in a solitary place, 
and hardly refrained frOlIl shedding tears. 
But, while he was in this sorrowfullllood, he heard a voice close 
beside hUll. 
"Perseus," said the voice, " why are you sad?" 
He lifted his head fronl his hands, in which he had hidden it, 
and, behold r all alone as Perseus had supposed himself to he, tlwre 
was a stl'anger in the solitary place. It was a hrisk, intt'lligent, 
and remarkably shrewd-looking young luan, with a cloak over his 
shoulders, an odd sort of cap on his head, a strangely twisted 
staff in his hand, and a short and very crookpd sword hanging hy 
his side. Ht' was exceedingly lig'ht and active in his figure, like a 
person lllllCh accustomed to gymnasti(. exercises, and well ahle to 
leap or I'un. Above all, the stranger had such a cheerful, knowing, 
and helpful aspect (though it was certainly a little misehievous, into 
the harg'a.Ïn), that Perseus could not help feeling his spirits grow 
livelier as he gazed at hinl. Besides, being really a courageous 
youth, he felt greatly ashallled that anybody should have found hinl 
with tears in his eyes, like a tin1Îd littlp school-boy, when, after all, 
there might he no occasion for despair. So Perseus wiped his eyes, 
and answered the stranger pretty briskly, putting on as brave a 
look as he could. 
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" I anI not so very sad," said he, " only thoughtful about an ad- 
venture that I have uIHlertaken." 
" Oho !" answered the strangpr. " 'Veil, tell 111e all about it, 
and possibly I luay be uf serviee tu you. I have helped a good 
nlany yuung lllen through adventures that looked diflicult enoug'h 
beforehand. Perhaps you may have heard of nle. I have Illure 
naUles than one; hut the name of Quicksilver suitE Ine as well as 
any other. Tell 111e what the trouble is, and we will talk the lllat- 
tel' O\Ter, and see what can be done." 
The stranger's \Vol'ds and lUanneI' put Perseus into quite a differ- 
ent nlood fronl his fornler one. He resolved to tell Quicksilver all 
his diflieulties, since he ('ould not easily be worse off than he al- 
ready was, and, very possibly, his new friend might give hilu SOllIe 
ad viee that would turn out well in the end. So he let the stranger 
know, in few words, preeisely what the case was, - how that I{ing 
Polydectes wanted the head of l\Iedusa with the snaky locks as a 
bridal gift Em' the heautiful Pl'incess HippodaIuia, and how that he 
had undertaken to get it for hinl, but was afraid of being turned 
into stone. 
"And that would be a great pity," said Quieksilvpr, with his 
mischievous smile. "Y ou would make a very handsume marble 
statue, it is true, and it would he a considerable nUlllber of centuries 
bpfore you cl'1.uuhled away; but, on thp whole, one would rather be 
a young nlan for a few years, than a stone inlage for a great nlauy." 
" Oh, far rather! " exclainled Perseus, with tIll' tears ag'ain stand- 
ing in his eyes. "And, besides, what would my deal' lllother do, 
if her beloved son were turned into a stone?" 
" 'Veil, well, ht us hope that the affair will not turn out so very 
badly," replied Quicksilver, in an encouraging tone. "I am the 
vpry person to help you, if anyhody can. l\Iy sistel' and luyself will 
do our utmost to hring you safp through the adventure, ugly as it 
now looks." 
" Your sister? " l'epeated Perseus. 
" Yes, IllY sister," said the stranger. "She is very wise, I 
prOluise you; and as for myst-'lf, I generally have all lUy,wits about 
nle, such as they are. If you show yourself bold and eautiolls, and 
follow OUI ad vice, you need not fear being a stone ilnage yet a while. 
But, first of all, you lllust polish your shield, till you can see YOUl' 
fvce in it as distinctly as in a nlirror." 
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This seelned to Perseus rather an odd heginning of the adven- 
ture; fOl' he thought it of far Illore consequence that the shield 
should he strong' enoug'h to defend him frUIu the Gorgon's hrazen 
claws, than that it should he brig'ht enoug'h to show hilll the l'eßec- 
tion of his face. However, cuncluding that Quicksilver knew het- 
tel' than hinu;{>lf, he inlluediately set to work, and scrubbed the 
shield with su Inlwh dilig'euce and good-will, that it vel'y quickly 
shone like the moon at harvest-time. Quicksilver looked at it with 
a sluile, and nodded his apPI'obation. Then, taking' off his own 
short and crooked sword, he girded it about Perseus, instead of the 
one whieh he had before worn. 
" No sword hut mine will answer your purpose," observed he; 
"the blade has a Inost excellent telllper, and will cut through iron 
and brass as easily as through the slenderest twig. And now we 
will set out. The next thing is to fiud the Three Gray 'V OIuell, 
who will tell us where to find the NYl1lphs." 
" The Three Gray 'V O1llen ! " cried Perseus, to whmn this seemed 
only a new difficulty in the path of his adventure; "pray who lllay 
the TIll'ee Gray 'V OInen be? I never heard of thenl before." 
" They are three very strange old ladies," said Quicksilver, laugh- 
ing. "They have hut one eye aInong theIn, and only one tooth. 
lVloreover, you IllUst find theIll out by starlight, or iu the dusk of 
the evening; fur they never show thenlselves by the light eithel' of 
the SUll or llloon." 
"But," said Perseus, "why should I waste nlY time with these 
Three Gray 'V mnen? 'V ould it not be better to set out at once in 
search of the terrible Gorgons?" 
" No, nu," answered his friend. " Thel'e are other things tu be 
done, before you can fiud your way to the Gorg'ons. There is noth- 
ing for it but to hunt up these old ladies; and when we nwet with 
them, you may he sure that the GOI'gons are not a great way off. 
Come, let us be stirring' ! " 
Persew;, by this tinIe, felt so nUlCh confidence in his cumpanion's 
sagacity that he nlade no Iuore objections, and professed himself 
ready to begin the adventure iUlluediately. They accordingly set 
out, and walked at a Inetty brisk pace; so hrisk, indeed, that Perseus 
found it l'ather difficult to keep up with his niIuhle friend Quick- 
silver. To say the tJ'uth, he had a singular idea that Quicksilver 
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was furl 1 ished with a pair of winged shoes, which, of course, helped 
hilll along luarvellously. And then, too, when Perseus looked side- 
ways at hinl, out of the corner of his eye, he seellled to see wings 
on the side of his head; although, if he turned a full gaze, then' 
were no such things to be perceived, but only au odd kind of cap. 
But, at all events, the twisted staff was evidently a great conven- 
ience to Quicksilver, and enabled hinl to proceed so fast, that Per- 
seus, though a relnarkabl y active young' Ulan, began to be out of 
breath. 
" Here! " cried Quicksilver, at last, - for he knew well euoug'h, 
rogue that he was, how hard Perseus found it to keep pace with 
hnn, - " take you the staff, for you ueed it a great deal more than 
I. Are there no better walkers than yourself in the island of Seri- 
I ''1 " 
pIUS [ 
"I cOlùd walk pretty well," said Perseus, glaneing' slyly at his 
cmnpanion's feet, "if I had only a pail' of winged shoes." 
"'Ve lllust see about getting you a pair," answered Quicksilver. 
But the staff helped Perseus along so bravely, that he no long'er 
felt the slightest weariness. In fact, the stick seenled to be alive in 
his hand, and to lend smue of its life to Perseus. He and Qui(.k- 
silver now walked onward at theil' ease, talking very sociably to- 
gethcl'; mul Quicksilver told so many pleasant stories about his 
former adventures, and how well his wits had served hini on various 
occasions, that Perseus began to think bini a very wonderful person. 
He evidpntly knew the wOI'ld; and nohody is so charnling to a 
young' man as a friend who has that kind of knowledge. Pe1'i:;eus 
listened the l1lUre eagerly, in the hope of brightening his own wits 
by what he heard. 
At last, he happened to recollect that Quicksilver had spoken of 
a sistpr, who was to lend her assistance in the adventure which they 
were now bound upon. 
"'Vhere is she?" he inquired. " Shall we not lueet her soon?" 
"All at the proper tilne," said his cmnpanion. " But this sister 
of n1Ïne, you must understand, is quite a differput sort of character 
froni luyself. She is very grave and prudent, seldOlll sllliles, never 
laug'hs, and lua]{eS it a rule not to uttt'r a word unless she has some- 
thing particularly profound to say. Neither will she listen to any 
but the wisest conversation." 
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"Dear me!" ejaculated Perseus; "I shall be afraid to say a 
syllable." 
"She is a very accOlnplished person, I assure you," continued 
Quicksilver, " and has all the arts and sciences at her fing'ers' ends. 
In short, she is so Ïnlllloderately wise, that many people call her 
wisdom personified. But, to tell you the truth, she has hardly 
viva(.ity enough for IllY taste; and I think you would scarcely find 
her so pleasant a travelling' companion as Illyself. She has her good 
points, nevertheless; and you will find the benefit of theIll in your 
encounter with the Gorgons." 
By this time it had grown quite dusk. They were now COlne to 
a very wild and desert place, overgrown with shaggy bushes, anù 
so silent and solitary that nobody seellled ever to have dwelt 01' 
journeyed there. All was waste and desolate, in the g'l'ay twilight, 
which grew every mOlnent lllore obscure. Perseus looked about 
hilll, rather disconsolately, and asked Quicksilver whether they had 
a great deal farther to go. 
" Hist! hist!" whispered his companion. "l\Iake no noise! 
This is just the til1le and place to Iueet the Three GI'ay 'VOll1en. 
Be careful that they do not see you before you see theIn; for, 
though they have but a single eye aIl10ng the three, it is as sharp- 
sighted as half a dozen ronllllon eyes." 
" But what nlust I do," asked Perseus, "when we l1leet theIn?" 
Quicksilver eXplained to Perseus how the Three Gray 'V O1llen 
managed with their one eye. They were in the hahit, it seems, of 
changing it frOlll one to another, as if it had been a pair of spec- 
tacles, or - which would have suited theIl1 better - a quizzing- 
glass. 'V hen one of the three had kept the eye a certain tUlle, she 
took it out of tllP socket and passed it to one of her sisters, whose 
turn it nlight happen to be, and who immediately clapped it into 
her own head, and enjoyed a peep at tlIP visihle wurld. ThuH it 
will easily he understood that only one of the Three Gray 'V Olllen 
could see, while the other two were in utter darkness; and, 1110re- 
over, at the Înstant when the eye was passing' from hand to hand, 
neither of the poor old ladies was ahle to see a wink. I have 
heard of a great Illany strange things in IllY day, and ha.ve wit- 
nessed not a féw; but none, it seems to nIl', that can compare with 
the oddity of these Three Gray 'V Olllen, all peeping' throug'h a 
single eye. 
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So thought Perseus, likewise, and was so astonished that he al- 
nlost fancied his cOlupanion was joking' with hinl, and that there 
were no fsuch old WOlnen in the wOI'ld. 
" You will soon find whether I tell the truth or no," observed 
Quicksilver. "Hark! hush! hist! hist! There they C'Ollle, now! " 
Perseus looked earnestly through the dusk of the eVf'nillg, and 
there, sure enoug"h, at no great distance off, he deseried the Three 
Gray 'V Oluen. The light being so faint, he cuuld not well nlake 
out what sort of figures they were; only he discovered that they 
had long gray hail'; and, as they caIne nearer, he saw that two of 
thenl had hut the mllpty socket of an eye, in the llliddle of their 
foreheads. But, in the llliddle of the third sister's forehead, there 
was a very large, bright, and })iercing eye, which sparkled like a 
gTeat diamond in a ring; and so penetrating did it seen1 to be, that 
Perseus cuuld not help thinking- it lllust possess the gift of seeing 
in the darkest Inidllight just as pm'feetly as at noonday. The sight 
of three persons' eyes was Inelted and collected into that single one. 
Thus the three old dmlles got along about as e0111fortably, upon 
the whole, as if they eould all see at once. She who chanced to 
have the eye in her forehead led the other two hy the hands, l)eep- 
ing sharply about her all the while; illSOllluch that Perseus dreaded 
lest she should see right throug'h the thick chnnp of bushes behind 
whieh he and Quieksilver luul hidden themselves. l\fy stars! it 
was positively terrihle to be within reach of so very sharp an eye! 
But, before they reached the chunp of bushes, one of the Three 
Gray 'V OUlen spoke. 
"Sister! Sister Scarecrow!" cried she, "you have had the eye 
long enough. It is IllY turn now!" 
"Let Ine keep it a 11l0l1lellt 10Ilg'er, Sister Nightmare," answered 
Scar(-'crow. "I thought I had a glin1pse of sOlnething behind that 
thiek hush." 
" 'V eU, and what of that?" retorted NightIllare, pef'vishl y. 
"Can't I see into a thick hush as easily as yourself? The eye 
is Illine as well as yours; and I know thf' use uf it as well as you, 
or lllay be a littlf' better. I insist npon taking a pep}> immedi- 
ately ! " 
But here the third sister, whose n::une was Shakejoint, lwgan to 
cOluplain, and said that it was her turn to have the eye, and that 
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Scarecrow and Nightmare wanted to keep it all to tlwlllselves. To 
end the dispute, old Dmne Scarecrow tuok the eye uut uf her fore- 
head, and held it forth in her hand. 
"Take it, one of you," cried she, "and quit this foolish quarrel- 
ling. For my part, I 
hall be glad of a little thick darkness. Take 
it quickly, huwever, or I Illust clap it into IllY own head again!" 


Aceordingly, both Nightmare and Shakejoint put out their hands, 
groping' eag'erly to snatch the eye out of the hand of Scarecrow. 
But, being both alike blind, they could not easily find where Scare- 
crow's hand was; and Scarecrow, being' now just as much in the 
dark as Shakejoillt and NightInare, could not at once Ineet either of 
their hands, in order to put the eye into it. Thus (as you will see, 
with half an eye, IllY wise little auditors), these good old danles had 
fallen into a strang'e perplexity. For, though the eye shone and 
glistened like a star, a
 Scarecrow held it out, yet the Gray 'V omen 
caught not the least glilnpbe of its light, and were all three in utter 
darkness, frmn too iInpatient a desire to see. 
Quicksilver was so llluch tickled at heholding Shakejoillt and 
Nightmare both groping for the eye, and each finding fault with 
Scarecrow and one another, that he could scarcely help laughing 
aloud. 
"Now is your time! " he whispered to Perseus. "Quick, quick! 
2 
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bpfore they can clap the eye into either of their head
. Ru
h out 
upon the old ladies, and snatch it fronl Scarecrow's hand! " 
In an instant, while the Three Gray 'V Glnen were still scolding 
each other, Perseus leaped from behind the chunp of hushes, and 
nuule hiulself nlastel' of the prize. Tlw llmrvellous eye, as he held 
it in his hand, shone very brig'htly, and 
eenled to look up into his 
face with a knowing air, and an exprebsion as if it would have 
winked, had it been provided with a Imir of eyelids for that pur- 
pose. But the Gray 'V muen knew nothing of what had happened; 
and, each supposing that one of her sisters was in possession of the 
eye, they began their qUêU'rel anew. At last, as Perseus did not 
wish to put the
p respectable dalnes to greater inconvenience than 
wa
 really necehsary, he thought it right to explain the Inatter. 
"l\ly good ladies," said he, "lu'ay llo not be angry with one 
another. If anybody is in falùt, it is luyself; for] have the honor 
to hold your very brilliant and excellent eye in my own hand! " 
" You! you have our eye! And who are you?" scre..ulled the 
Three Gray 'V omen, all in a breath; for they wel-e terribly fright- 
ened, of course, at hearing a strange voice, and discovering that 
their eyesight had got into the hands of they could not guess ",hmn. 
" Oh, what shall we do, sisters? what shall we lIo? 'Ve are all in 
the dark! Give us our eye! Give us our one, precious, solitary 
eye! You have two of your own! Give us Ollr eye! " 
"Tell theIn," whispered Quicksilver to Perseus, "that they shall 
have hack the eye as suon as they direct you where to find the 
Nynlphs whu have the flying slippers, the Inagic wallet, and the 
hehuet of darkness." 
" 1\1 Y dear, good, adll1Írahle old ladies," said Pen;eus, aaare

ing 
the Gray 'V Oluen, "tlwre is no oceasion for putting yourselves into 
such a frig'ht. I alU by no Illeaus a bad young' Inan. You shall 
have baek your eye, safe and sound, and as hright as ever, tll(' 
U.iOlllent you tell me where to find the NYlllphs." 
"The 'NYlllphs! Goodness Ine! sisters, what Nynlphs does he 
lue(ìn?" screalned Scarecrow. "Thel'e are a great Inany NYlllPhs, 
peopl(-' say; sonle that go a hunting in the woods, and SOllle that 
live in
ide of trees, and SOll1e that have a cOlllfortable hOlue in 
fountains of water. 'Ve know nothing at all about theill. 'Ve 
are three unfortunate old SOUlB, that go wandering about in the 



THE GORGON'S HEAD. 


19 


dusk, and never had but one eye amongst us, and that one you 
have stolen away. Oh, give it baek, good stranger! - whoever you 
. . b k l" 
are, give It ac . 
All this while the Three Gray 'V muen were groping with their 
outstretehed hands, and trying their utmost to get hold of Perseus. 
But he took good care to keep out of their reach. 
" l\Iy respectable dame:s," said he, - for his lliother had taught 
him always to use the greatest civility, -" I hold your eye fast in 
my hand, and shall keep it safely for you, until you please to tell 
lne where to find these Nyn1phs. The Nymphs, I mean, who keep 
the enchanted wallet, the flying slippers, and the what is it? - the 
helmet of iuvisihility." 
" l\Ipl'cy on us, sisters! what is the young Ulan talking' abuut'?" 
exclaiuled Scarecrow, Nightmare, and Shakejoint, one to another, 
with great appearance of astonislullent. "A pair of flying slippers, 
quoth he! His heels would quickly fly higher than his head, if he 
were silly f'uough to put thenl on. And a hehnet of invisibility! 
How cOlùd a helmet nmlw hinl invisible, unless it were big enoug'h 
for him to hide under it? And an enchanted wallet! 'Vhat sort 
of a contrivance Inay that be, I wonder? No, no, good stranger! 
we can tell you nothing of these lllarvellous things. You have two 
eyes of your own, and we have hut a single one mnongst us three. 
You can find out such wonders better than three blind old creatures, 
like us." 
Perseus, hearing thenl talk in this way, began really to think that 
the Gray 'V mnen knew nothing of the lnatter; and, as it grieved 
hin1 to have put thell1 to so lllllCh trouble, he was just on the point 
of restoring' their eye and asking pardon for his rudeness in suatch- 
ing' it away. Bnt Quicksilver caught his hancl. 
"Don't let thenl lllake a fool of you!" said he. "These Three 
Gray 'V omen are the only l)ersons in the world that can tell you 
where to find the NYllll)hs; and, unless you get that information, 
yon will never succeed in cutting off the head of l\iedusa with the 
snaky loeks. I{eep fast hold of the eye, and all will go well." 
As it turned out, Quicksilver was in the right. There are but 
few things that people prize so luuch as they do their eyesight; and 
the Gray 'V muen valued their single eye as highly as if it had been 
half a dozen, which was the lllunber they ought to have had. 
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Finding that there was no other way of recovering it, they at last 
told Perseus what he wanted to know. No sooner had they done 
so, than he illlluediately, 
tnd with the uhnost respect, clapped the 
eye into the vacant 
ocket in one of their foreheads, thanked thelll 
for their kindness, and bade thelll farewell. Before the young luan 
was out of hearing, however, they had got into a new dispute, be- 
cause he happened to have given the eye to Scarecrow, who had 
already taken her turn of it when their trouble with Perseus COlll- 
llIenced. 
It is greatly to be feared that the Three Gray 'V omen were very 
much in the habit of disturbing their lllutual hal'lllony by hicker- 
ings of this sort; which was the nlore pity, as they could not con- 
veniently do without one another, and were evidently intended to 
be inseparable eompaniolls. As a general rule, I would advise all 
people, whether sisters or brothers, old or young, whu chance to 
have but one eye anlongst thenl, to cultivate forbearance, and not 
all insist upon peeping through it at onee. 
Quiclü;ilver and Perseus, in the mean tinIe, 'were nmking the Lest 
of their way in quest of the Nymphs. The old dames had given 
thenl sueh particular directions, that they were not long in finding 
theln out. They proved to be very different persons from Night- 
Blare, Shakejoint, and Scarecrow; for, instead of being old, they 
were young and beautiful; and instead of one eye muong'st the sis- 
terhr)Od, eaeh N ynlph had two exceedingly bright eyes of her uwn, 
with whi(.h she looked very kindly at Perseus. They seeuled to be 
acquainted with Quicksilver; and, when he told them the adventure 
which Perseus had undertaken, they nlade no difficulty about giving 
hinl the valuable articles that were in their custody. In the first 
place, they brought out what appeared to be a small purse, IlIa de 
of deer skin, and euriously elllbroidpred, and bade hilll be sure and 
keep it safe. This was the lllagic wallet. The Nymphs next pro- 
duced a pair uf shoes, or slippers, or sandals, with a nice little pair 
of wings at the heel of each. 
" Put thenl on, Perseus," said Quieksilver. " You will find your- 
self as light - heeled as you ean desire for the renlainder of our 
. " 
Journey. 
So Perseus proceeded to put one of the slippers on, while he laid 
the other on the ground by his side. Unexpectedly, however, this 
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other slipper spread its wings, fluttered up off the ground, and 
would prohahly have fluwn away, if Quicksilver had not 11lade a 
leap, and luckily caught it in the air. 
"Be more careful," said he, as he gave it back to Perseus. " It 
would fÚghten the birds, up aloft, if they should see a flying slippel' 
mllongst them." 
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,V hen Perseus had got on both of these wonderful slippers, lIP 
was altogether too buoyant to tread on earth. 1\Iaking a step or 
two, 10 and behold! upward he popped into the air, high ahove the 
heads uf Quicksilver and the N ynlplu;, and fuund it very diffieult 
tu clmllber duwn again. 'Vil1ge(l slippers, and all such high-flying 
contrivances, are seldOlll quite easy to manage until one grows a 
little accustUlued to theln. Quicksilver laughed at his cOlupaniun's 
invuluntary activity, and tol(l hilll that he lllust nut be ill su desper- 
ate a hurry, hut Blust wait fur the invisible hehllet. 
The good-natured NYJnphs had the l)ehnet, with its dark tuft of 
wa ving l)!tulles, all in readiness to put upon his head. And now 
there happened abuut as wonderful an incident as anything that I 
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have yet told you. The instani:; before the helmet was put on, there 
stood Perseus, a beautiful young' nUln, with golden ringlets and 
rosy cheeks, the crooked sword by his side, and the brightly polished 
shield upon his arlll, - a fig'ure that seellled all lllade up of cour
 
ag'e, sprightliness, and glorious light. But when the hehnet had 
descended over his white brow, there was no longer any Perseus to 
be seen! Nothing but empty air! Even the hehnet, that covered 
hilll with its invisibility, had vanished! 
"'Vhere are you, Perseus?" asked Quicksilver. 
"'Vhy, here, to be sure!" answered Perseus, verj quietly, al- 
thoug'h his voice seelned to COllle out of the transparent abnos- 
IJhere. "Just where I was a lllOlllent ago. Don't you see llle?" 
" No, indeed! " answered his friend. " Yon are hidden under 
the hebllet. But, if I cannot see you, neither can the Gorgons. 
Follow lne, therefore, and we will try your dexterity in using the 
. I 1 . " 
wlng'e( s ll}pers. 
'Vith these words, Quicksilver's cap spread its wings, as if his 
heèt(l wel'e about to flyaway frOlll his shoulders; but his whole 
figure rose lightly into the air, and Perseus followed. By the time 
they had ascended a few hundred feet, the young lllan began to 
feel what a delightful thing it was to leave the dull earth so far 
beneath hinl, and to be able to flit about like a bird. 
It was now deep nig'ht. Perseus looked upward, and saw the 
round, bright, silvery nloon, and thought that he should desire 
nothing better than to soar up thither, and spend his life there. 
Then he looked downward again, and saw the earth, with its seas 
and lakes, and the silw.'r courses of its rivers, and its snowy lnoun- 
tain-peaks, and the breadth of its fields, and the dark cluster of its 
woods, and its cities of white lllarble; and, with the llloonshine 
sleeping over the whule scene, it was as beautiful as the llloon 01' 
any star could be. And, mnonO' other ob J . ects, he saw the island of 
. b 
Seriphus, where his deal' lllother was. SOlnetilnes IlP and Qui(.k- 
silver approached a cloud, that, at a distance, looked as if it were 
Illade of fleecy silver; althuug'h, when they plunged into it, they 
found theInselves chilled and Illoistened with gray nIist. So swift 
was their flig'ht, however, that, in an instant, they enlerged frum 
the cloud into the llloonlig'ht again. Once, a hig'h-soaring eagle 
flew l'ight against the invisible Perseus. The bravest bights were 
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the Illeteors, that gle:uned suddenly out, as if a bonfire had been 
kindled in the sky, and made the llloonshine pale for as nluch as a 
hundred n1Íles around thenl. 
As the two conlpanions flew onward, Perseus fancied that he 
coulù heal' the rustle of a garInent dose Ly his side; and it was on 
the side opposite to the one where he bdleld Quicksilver, yet only 
Quieksilver was visihle. 
" 'V hose garInent is this," inquired Pm'seus, "that keeps rustling 
clube heside Ine in the breeze?" 
" Oh, it is IllY sister's 1 " answered Quicl{silver. "She is eoming 
along with us, as [ told you she would. 'Y e eouhl do nothing 
without the help of my sistt'r. You have nu idea how wise she is. 
She has such eyes, too 1 'Yhy, she can ::,ee you, at this nlOIllent, 
just as distinctly as if you were not invisihle; and I'll venture 
to say, she will be the first to discover the Gorgons." 
By this tiIne, in tlwir swift voyage through the air, they had 
come within sight of the great O(
ean, and were soon flying over it. 
Far IJPneath theIn, the waves tossed thenu;elves tumultuously in nlid- 
sea, or rolled a white surf-line upon the long beaches, or fOallled 
against the rocky cliffs, with a roar that was thunùerous, in the 
lower world; although it becaIne a gentle llllU'lllur, like the voice 
of a baby half as]et'p, before it reache(l the ears of Perseus. .J ust 
then a voice spoke in the ail' close by hinl. It seemed to lw a 
woman's voice, and was Inelodious, though not exactly what might 
be called sweet, but grave and lllild. 
"Perseus," said the voice, "there are the Gorgons." 
" 'Yhere?" exclainled Perseus. "I cannot see tllPlll." 
"On the shOl'e of that island beneath you," replied the voice. 
" A pebble, dropped frOlll your hand, would strike in the n1Ïdst of 
then1. " 
" I told you she would be the first to discover theIn," said Quick- 
silver to Pel'seus. " And there they are 1 " 
Shaight downward, two or three thousand feet below hiIn, Per- 
seus perceived a small island, with the spa breaking' into white fOaIn 
all around its roeky shore, exet'pt on one side, where there was a 
beach of snowy sand. He de
cended towards it, and, looking ear- 
nestly at a cluster or heap of Lrightness, at the foot of a }H'ecipice 
of black rocks, behold, there were the terrible Gorgons 1 They lay 
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fast asleep, soothed by the thunder of the sea; for it required a 
tlunult that would have deafened everybody els
 to lull such fierce 
creatures into slumher. The ulooulight glistened on their steely 
scales, and on their golden wings, which drooped idly over the sand. 
Their brazen daws, horrible to look at, were thrust out, and clutehed 
the wave - beaten fragnlents of ruek, while the sleeping Gorgons 
dreanled of tearing sonle poor nlortal all to pieces. The snakes that 
served thenl instead of hair seelued likewise to be asleep; although, 
now alHl then, one would writhe, and lift its head, and thrust out 
its forked tongue, l-'mitting a drowsy hiss, and then let itself subside 
aluong' its sister snakes. 
The GorgOlls wen
 lllOl"e like an awful, gigantic kind of insect, 
- iUllllense, golden-winged beetles, or dragon-flies, or things of that 
sort, - at once ugly and heautiful, -than like anything' else; only 
that they were a thousand and a n1Ïllion tinles as hig. And, with 
all this, there was sOluething partly luullan about theln tuo. Luek- 
ily for Perseus, their faces were cOlnpletely hidden from hin1 by the 
posture in which they lay; for, had he looked one instant at theIn, 
he would have fallen heaxily out of the ail', an iIuag'e of senseless 
stone. 
"Now," whispered Quieksilvel', as he hovl-'l'ed by tlIP side of 
Perseus, -" now is your tinw to do the aeed! Be quick; for, if 
one of the Gorgons shuuld awake, you are too late! " 
"'Vhich shall I strike at?" asked Perseus, drawing' his sword 
and descending- a little IOWN'. "They all three look alike. All 
three have snaky locks. 'Vhich of the three is l\Iedusa?" 
It Illust he lllHIl-'rstoml that }\Iedusa was the only one of these 
drag'on-moBsters wllOse head Perseus could possibly cut off. As for 
the other two, let him ha \'e the sharpest sword that ever was forged, 
and he lllight have haeked away hy tllf' hour together, without 
. doing' tlH-'lll the least harIn. 
" Be cautious," saia thl-' cahu voice which had before spoken to 
hinl. "One of the Gorgons is stirring in her sleep, and is just 
aLout to turn over. That is l\ledusa. Do not look at her! The 
sight would turn you to stone! Look at the retlection of her face 
and figure in the hright lllirror of your shield." 
ppl'sens now understood Quicksilver's Illotive for so earnestly ex- 
horting hin1 to pulish his shield. In its surface he cuuld safely look 
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at the reflection of the Gorgon's face. And there it was, - that 
terrible countenanée, - lllirrol'ed in the bl'ig'htness of the shield, 
with the moonlig'ht falling over it, and displaying' all its horror. 
The snakes, whose venOlnous natures could not altog'ether !.;leep, 
kept twisting' thenlselves over the forehead. It was the fiercest and 
nlUst horrihle face that ever was seen ur imagined, and yet with a 
strange, fearful, and savage kind of beauty in it. The eyes were 
closed, and the Gorgon was still in a def'p slum her; but there was 
an unquiet expression disturbing her features, as if the lllonster was 
trouhled with an ugly dream. She gnashed her white tusks, and 
dug' into tllf' sand with her brazen daws. 
The snakes, too, seenled to feell\Iedusa's dreaIn, and to he nlade 
nlore restlf'ss hy it. They twined thenlselves into tunlllltuous knots, 
writhed fiercely, and uplifted a hundred hissing heads, without 
opening their eyes. 
"Now, now!" whispered Quicksilver, who was growllig llnpa- 
tient. " l\Iake a dash at the nlonster ! " 
"But he calnl," said the grave, lllelodious voice, at the young 
nlan's side. "Look in your shif'ld, as you fly downward, and take 
care that you do not Iniss your first stroke." 
Perseus flew cautiously downward, still keeping his eyes 011 
l\ledusa's face, as reflected in his shield. The nearer he CaIne, the 
lllore terrible did the snaky visage and llIetallic body of the lllonster 
grow. At last, when he round hinlself hovering over her within 
arm's length, Perseus uplifted his sword, while, at the same instant, 
each separate snake upon the Gorgon's head stretched threateningly 
upward, and .l\ledu!Sa undo!Sed her eyes. But she awoke too late. 
The sword was sharp; the stroke fell like a lightning-flash; and 
the head of the wicked )Iedusa Ìluubled frOlll her body! 
" Admirahly done! " eried Qui('ksilver. "l\Iake haste, and clap 
Hw head into your mag'i(. wallet." 
To the astonislnnellt of Perseus, the slnaII, eillbroidel'ed wallet, 
which he had hung about his neck, and which had hitherto been 
no higger than a purse, grew all at once largf' enough to contain 
)lednsa's head. As quick as thought he sllatchf'd it up, with the 
snakes still writhing upon it, ånd thrust it in. 
" Your taHk is dOlU"," said thf' cahll voice. " Now fly; for the 
other Gorgons will do their UtIllOSt to take vengeance for l\Iedusa's 
death." 
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It was, indeed, ne
essary to take flig'ht; for Perseus had not 
done the deed so quietly but that the daHh of his sword, and the 
hissing' of the snakes, and the tlllllllp of l\!edusa's head as it 
ttullbled upon the sea-lwah"Jl sand, awoke the other two monsters. 
There they sat, for an instant, sleepily ruhhing' their eyes with their 
brazen fingel"
, while all the snakes on their heads reared thenlselves 
on end with surprise, and with venomous 1llaliee against they knew 
not what. But when the Gorgons saw the 
caly eareass of l\Iedusa, 
headless, and her golden wings all ruffied, and half spread out on 
the sand, it was really awful to heal' what yells and screeches they 
set up. And then the snakes! They sent forth a hunched-fold 
hiss, with one consent, and l\!edusa's Hnakes answered thenl out of 
the nlagic wallet. 
No sooner were the Gorg'ons broad awake than they hurtled UI)- 
ward into the ail', brandishing' their brass talons, gnashing their 
horrible tusks, and flapping their huge wings so wildly, that SOllle 
of the golden feathers wel-e shaken out, and floated down upon tlw 
shore. Anù there, perhaps, those very feathers lie I::wattered till 
this day. Up rose the Gorgons, as I tell you, staring horribly 
about, in hopes of turning somehody to stone. Haa Perseus looked 
thenl in the face, or had he fallen into tlu.,ir elutches, his poor 
lllother would Hever have kis
ed her boy again! But liP took good 
care to turn his eyes another way; and, as he wore the hehllet of 
invisibility, the Gorgons knew not in what direction to follow hilll; 
nor did he fail to lllake the hest use of the winged slippers, hy soar- 
ing upward a perpendicular nlile 01' so. At that heig'ht, when the 
screams of those abominable creatures sounded faintly heneath him, 
he nlade a straight course for the island of 
eriphus, in order to 
carry Medusa's head to I{ing Polydectes. 
I have no time to tell you of several lllarvellous thing's that he- 
fell Perseus, on his way hOllleward: sueh as his killing' a hideous 
sea-lllonster, just as it was on the point of devouring a beautiful 
maiden; nor how he changed an enOrl110US giant into a llloulltain 
of stone, nlerely by showing him the head of the Gorgon. If you 
douht this latter story, you nlaY nlake a voyage to Africa, some day 
or other, and see the very nlOulltain, which is still known by the 
ancient giant's JUUlle. 
Finally, our hrave Perseus arrived at the island, where he ex. 
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pected to Hee his dear ulOther. But; during his absence, HiP wicked 
king' had treated Danaë su very ill that she was conlpelled to umke 
her escape, and had taken refuge in a tenlple, where SOUle good old 
priests were extreulely kind to her. These praiseworthy priests, 
and the kind-hearted fishernuln, whu had first shown hospitality to 
Danaë and little Perseus, when liP found theIn afloat in the chest, 
seelll to have been the only per
ons on the island who cared about 
doing right. All the rest of the people, as well as IGng Polydectes 
hiulself, were renlarkably ill-hehaved, and deserved no better destiny 
than that which was now to happen. 
Not finding' his mother at home, Perseus went straight to the 
palace, and was immediately ushered into the prebence of the kiug. 
Polydectes was by no lueans rejoiced to see hinl; for he had felt 
ahllost certain, in his own evil nlilld, that the Gorgous w{)uld have 
torn the poor young nlan to pieees, aud have eaten hinl up, out of 
the way. However, seeing him safely returned, he put the best 
face he could upon the nlatter and asked Perseu
 how he had suc
 
ceeded. 
"Have you performed your prOluise?" inquired he. "llave you 
brought lne the head of l\iedusa with the snaky locks'? If not, 
young luan, it will cost you dear; for I UlUst have a bridal present 
for the beautiful Princess HippodaIllia, and there is nothing else 
that she would achllire so uluch." 
"Yes, please your l\Iajesty," answered Perseus, in a quiet way, 
as if it were nu very wonderful deed for such a young nlan as he to 
perforlu. "I have brought you the Gorgon's head, snaky locks 
and all! " 
"Indeed! Pray let lue see it," quoth I(ing Polydectes. "It 
must be a very curious spectacle, if all that travellers tell about it 
be true! " 
" Your l\Iajesty is in the right," replied Perseus. "It is really 
an object that will be pretty certain to fix the regards of all who 
look at it. And, if your l\Iajesty think fit, I would suggest that a 
holiday be proclaiuwd, and that all your l\Iajesty's suhjects be SIUll- 
nloned to behold this wonderful curiosity. Few of theIn, I illlagine, 
have seen a Gorgon's head before, and perhaps never lllay again! " 
The king well knew that his subjects were an idle set of repro- 
bates, and vcry fond of sight-seeing, as idle persons usually are. 
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So he took the yuung nlan's advice, and sent out heralds and 
llwssengers, in all directions, to blow the tl'lllllpet at the street- 
corners, and in the nlarket - places, and wherever two roads llwt: 
and SUllllllon everyhody to court. Thither, aceordingly, came a 
great nHlltitude of goud-for-nothing vagabonds, all of wholll, out of 
pure love of ulischief, would have been g'lad if Perseus had lllet 
with SOllle ill- hap in his encounter with the Gorgons. If ther
 
were any better people in the island (as I really hope there Inay 
have heen, althoug'h the story tellH nothing' ahout any such), they 
stayed qllÏptly at hOllle, lllilHling their bw;iness, and taking care of 
their litth-, (.hildren. 1\lust of tl1(-' inhahitants, at all events, ran 
as fast as they 
ould to the. palace, and shoved, and pushed, and el- 
bowed one another, in their eagerness to get near a balcony, on 
which Perseus showed himself, holding the eillbroidered wallet in 
his hand. 


.. 


On a platforln, within full vipw of the haleony, Hat the n1Ïghty 
King Polyde('tes, amid his evil counHellors, and with his flattering' 
courtiers in a spmieircle round about hilll. l\Ionarch, counsellors, 
cuurtiers, and suhjpcts, all g'azed eag'erly towardH Perseus. 
" Shuw us the head! Shuw us the lu:ad!" shouted the people; 
and there was a fierceness in their cry ttH if they would teal' Per- 
seus to pie('es, unlpss ht, should satisfy them with what he had to 
show. "Show us the head of 1\Iedusa with the snaky locks! " 
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A feeling of sorrow and pity Cé:tllle over the youthful Perseus. 
" 0 King Polydectes," cried he, "and ye many people, I am 
very loath to show you the Gorgon's hea(l ! " 
" Ah, the villain and coward! " yelled the people, more fiercely 
than before. "He is lllaking g'ame of us! He has no Gorgon's 
head! Bhow us the head, if you have it, or we will take your own 
head for a football! " 
The evil counsellors whispered bad ad,'ice in the king's ear; the 
courtiers lllurnlul'ed, with one consent, that Perseus had shown dis- 
respect to their royal lord and luaster; and the great King Poly- 
dectes himself waved his hand, and ordered hilll, with tlIP stern, 
deep voice of authority, on his peril, to produce the head. 
"Show lne the GOl'g'on's head, 01' I will cut off your own! " 
Awl Perseus sighed. 
" This instant," rppeated Polydectes, " 01' you dit' ! " 
"Behold it, then! " ('ripd Ppl'seus, in a ,'oil'P likp the hlast of a 
tl'lllUpet. 
And, suddenly holding up the head, not an eyelid had tilne to 
wink before the wicked King' Polydectes, his evil counsellors, and 
all his fierce subjects were no longer anything but the luere images 
of a 1ll0lHtrch and his people. They were all fixpd, forever, in the 
look and attitudp of that 1l10l1lent! At the first glinlþse of the 
tprrihle head of 
Iedusa, they whitened into marble! And Perseus 
thrust the head back into his wallet, and went to tell his deal' 
mother that she need no longer he afraid of the wicked l{iug Poly. 
dedes. 
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AFTER THE STORY. 


" 'V AS not that a very fine story'?" asked Eustace. 
"Oh yes, yes!" cried Cowslip, clal)ping her hands. " And 
thu
e funny old WOll1en, with only one eye al110ngst them! I 
neyer heard of anything so Htrange." 
"As to their one touth, which they shifted ahout," observed 
Primrose, "there was nothing so very wonderful in that. I 
up- 
puse it was a false touth. But think uf your turning l\lercury into 
Quicksilver, and talking about his sister! You are too ridicu- 
lous ! " 
" And was she not his sister?" asked Eustace Brig'ht. "If I 
had thought of it sooner, I would have described her as a luaiden 
lady, who kept a pet uwl!" 
" 'Veil, at any rate," said Primrose, "your story seems to have 
dri ven a way the Inist." 
And, indet'rl, while the tale was going forward, the vapors had 
been quite exhaled fronl the landscape. A scene was now disclosed 
whie-h the spectaturs n1Íght ahllost fancy as having been created 
since they had last looked in the direction where it lay. About 
half a Illile distant, in the lap of the valley, now appeared a beauti- 
ful lake, which reflected a perfect imag'e of its own wooded banks, 
and of the sununits of the more distant hills. It gle
uned in gla
sy 
tranquillity, without the trace of a winged breeze on any part of its 
hosom. Beyond its farther bhore was l\IOlllunent l\lountain, in a 
recunlbent position, stretching ahuost acrOHS the valley. Eustace 
Bright compared it to a huge, headleHs Rphillx, wrapped in a Per- 
Rian shawl; and, indeed, so rich and diversified was the autumnal 
foliage of its woods, that the sill1Íle of the shawl wa
 by no nleans 
tuu hio'h-colored fur the reality. In the lower !.?TolllHI, between 
b 
 <J 
Tang'lewood and the lake, the clulnps of trees and borders of wood- 
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land were chiefly golden-leaved 01' dusky brown, as having suffered 
more frOlll frost than the foliage on the hill-o::;ides. 
Over all this scene there was a genial sunshine, internlingled 
with a slight haze, whieh made it unspeakably soft and tender. 
Oh, what a day of Indian SUllllller was it g'oing to be! The chil- 
dren snatched their baskets, and set forth, with hop, skip, and 
junlp, and all sorts of frisks and ganlbols; while Cousin Eustace 
proved his fitness to IH'eside over the party, by outdoing all their 
antics, and perfol'nlÏng seyeral new capers, which none of theln 
could ever hope to imitate. Behind went a good old dog, whose 
nallie was Ben. He was one of the must respectable and kind- 
hearted of quadrupeds, and probably felt it to be his duty not to 
trust the ehildren away frOlll their parents without some better 
guardian than this feather-brained Eustace Bright. 
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SHADO'V BROOK. 


INTRODUCTORY TO "THE GOLDEN TOUCH." 


AT noon, our juvenile party asseIllbled in a dell, through the 
d
pths of which ran a little brook. The dell was narrow, and its 
steep sides, frolll tlH' margin of the strealll upward, were thickly 
set with trees, chiefly walnuts and chestnuts, anHmg which gTew a 
few oaks and maples. In the sunllner tune, the shade of so nlany 
clustering branches, meeting and intermingling across the rivulet, 
was deep enough to produce a noontide twilight. Hence Calne the 
nê:Ulle of Shadow Brook. But now, ever since autulun had crept 
into this secluded place, all the dark verdure was ('hanged to g'ohl, 
so that it really kindled up the dell instead of shading it. The 
bright yellow leaves, even had it been a cloudy day, would have 
seenled to keep the sunlight aIllong thelll; and enough of thenl 
. had fallen to strew all the hed and lllargin of the hrook with sun- 
light, too. TInts the shady nook, where Summer had {'ooled her- 
self, was now the sunniest spot anywhere to be found. 
The little brook ran along over its pathway of gold, here paus- 
ing to fornl a pool, in which n1Ïnnows were darting to and fro; 
and then it hurried onward at a swifter pace, as if in haste to reach 
the lake; and, forgetting to look whither it went, it tumbled over 
the root of a tree, which stretched (plite across its current. You 
would have laugheel to hear how noisily it babbled about this acci- 
dent. An<l eyen after it had run onward, the hrook still kept talk- 
ing to itself, as if it were in a nlaze. [t was wonder-smitten, I sup- 
pose, at finding its dark dell so illuminated, and at hearing' the 
prattle and melTiment of so many children. So it stole away as 
quickly as it could, and hid itself in the lake. 
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In the dell of Shaclow Brook, Eustace Bright and his little 
friends had eaten their dinner. They had bnntght plenty of good 
things fronl Tanglewood, in their baskets, and had spread them out 
on the StlUl1pS of tree
, and on nlossy trunks, and had fea
ted nler- 
rill, anù Blade a very nice dinner indeed. After it was over, no- 
body felt like stirring. 
" 'Ve will rest ourselves here," said several of the children, 
"while Cousin Eustat'e tells us another of his pretty stories." 
Cousin Eustace had a g'ood right to be tired, as well as the chil- 
dren, for he had perfol'llled great feats on that lllenlorable forenoon. 
Dandelion, Clover, Cowslip, and Buttercup were almost IJersuaded 
that he had winged slippers, like thosp whi(.h the NYIllPhs gave 
Perseus; so often had the student shown hilllself at the tiptop of a 
nut-tree, when only a 1110l11ent before he had been standing on the 
ground. And then, what showers of walnuts had he sent rattling 
down upon their heads, for their husy little hands to gather into 
the bcu;kets! In short, he had been as active as a squirrel or a 
n10nkey, and now, Hinging' hilllself down on the yellow leaves, 
seeIued inclined to take a little rest. 
But children have no 111ercy nor consideration for anyh()(ly's 
weariness; and if you had but a single breath left, they would ask 
you to spelHl it in telling thenl a story. 
" Cousin Eustace," said Cowslip, "that was a very nice story of 
tlw Gorgon's Head. Do you think you could tell us another as 
good ? " 
" Yes, child," said Eustace, pulling the brin1 of his cap over his 
eyes, as if preparing for a nap. " I can ten you a dozen, as good 
or better, if I choose." 
"0 Primrose and Periwinkle, do you hear what he says?" cried 
Cowslip, dancing with dplight. "Cousin Eustace is going to tell 
us a dozen better stories than that ahout the Gorgon's Head!" 
"I did not prOlnise you even one, you foolish little Cowslip! " 
said Eustat'e, half pettishly. "However, I suppose you nUlst have 
it. This is the consequence of having earned a reputation! I 
wi
h I were a great deal duller than I mn, or that I had never 
show11 half the bright llualities with whi(.h nature has endowed 
me; and then I n1Ïght have IllY nap out, in l>eace and comfort! " 
But Cousin Eustace, as I think I have hinted before. was as 
3 
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fond of telling his stories as the children of hearing them. His 
nlÏnd was in a free and happy sta
e, and took delight in its own 
activity, and scarcely required any external impulse to set it at 
work. 
How different is this spontaneous play of the intellect from the 
trained diligence of 11laturer years, when toil hab perhaps grown 
easy by long habit, and the day's work 111ay have hecOIne essential 
to the day's cOlllfort, althoug"h the rest of the nmtter has bubbled 
away! This renlark, however, is not Ineant for the children to 
heal' . 
'Vithout further solicitation, Eustace Bright proceeded to tell 
the following really splendid story. It had COlne into his nlÏnd as 
he lay looking upward into the depths of a tree, and observing 
how the touch of Autumn had transmuted everyone of its green 
leaves into what reseIllbled the purest gold. ...\..nd this change, 
which we have all of us witnessed, is as wonderful as anything that 
Eustace told about in the story of l\Iidas. 
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(,E upon a tinw, tlwre lived a very rich man, and a king be- 
sides, whosp llêUllP was J\iidas; and lw had a littlp daughtpr, whOln 
nohody but myself ever heard of, and whose nanw I either never 
knew, or have entirely forgotten. So, because I love odd names 
for little girls, I choose to call her l\larygold. 
This King J\Iidas was fonder of gold than of anything else in 
tllP world. Hf' valued his royal crown chiefly hecausp it was COlU- 
posed of that precious Iuetal. If he lovpd 
mything bptter, or half 
so well, it was the one little Illaiden who played so merrily around 
her father's footstool. But the Illore l\Iidas loved his daughter, 
the more did he desirp and seek for wealth. He thought, foolish 
lllan! that the hest thing he could possihly do for this dpar child 
would be to hequeath her the iuul1pnsest pile of yellow, glistpning 
coin, that had ever been heaped together since the world was Iuade. 
Thus, he gave all his thoughts and all his tinle to this one purpuse. 
If ever he happf'npd to gaze for an instant at the gold-tinted clouds 
of sunset, lw wished that they werf' real gold, and that they could 
be squeezed safely into his strong hox. 'Vhen little l\Iarygold ran 
to Illeet hiln, with a bunch of huttercnps and dalldplions, he used 
to say, " Poh, poh, child! If these flowers were as golden as they 
look, they would he worth tl
e plucking! " 
And yet, in his earlier days, hefore he was so entirely possessed 
of this insaIw desire for riches, J{ing J\Iidas had shown a great 
taste for Howel's. He had planted a garden, in which grew the 
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bigg-e
t and beautifulle
t and sweetest r08es that any nlortal ever 
saw 01' slnelt. These rObes were still growing in the g'arden, as 
large, as lovely, and as fragrant as when l\Iidas used to paS8 whole 
hours in gazing at thenl, and inhaling- their perflune. But now, if 
he looked at theln at all, it was only to calculate how nluch the 
garden would be worth if each of the innlllllerabll' rose-petals were 
a thin plate of gold. And though he Ol1l'e WêL8 fond of nH18ic (in 
spite of an idle story about his ears, which were said to reseluble 
those of an ass), the only Inusic for 1)00r l\Iidas, now, was the 
chink of one eoin against another. 
At length (as people always g'row Illore and nlore foolish, unless 
they take earp to grow wiser and wi8er), l\Iidas had got to be so 
exceedingly unreasonable, that he could scarcely bear to bee or 
touch any ohject that was not gold. He luade it his custOlll, there- 
fore, to pass a large portion of every day in a dark and dreary 
aparbnent, under ground, at the hasement of his palace. It was 
here that he kept his wealth. To thi
 dislllal hole - for it was 
little better than a dungeon -l\Iidas betook hinlself, whenever he 
wanted to be l)articularly happy. Here, after carefully locking the 
door, he woulel take a bag of gold coin, 01' a gold cup as hig as a 
washbowl, or a heavy golden hal', or a peek-Illeasure of gold-dust, 
and bring thenl frOlll the oh8curp corners of the rOOlll into the 
one brig'ht and narrow 8unbeaIu that fell frOlll the dungeon-like 
window. lIe valued the sunbeam for no other reason but that his 
treasure would not shine without its help. And then would he 
reckon OYe!' the coins in the bag; toss up the bar, and catch it as 
it canle down; sift the gold-dust through hi
 fingers; look at the 
funny iUlage of his own face, as reflected in the hurnished circum- 
ference of the cup; and whisper to himself, " 0 l\Iidas, rich King 
l\iida8, what a happy luan art thou! " But it was laug'hahle to see 
how the iIllage of his face kept grinning at him, out of the pol- 
ished surface of tllP eup. It seelHed to be aware of hi
 foolish be- 
havior, and to have a naughty indination to nlake fun of him. 
l\iidas called hiul8elf a happy man, but felt that he was not yet 
<Juite so happy as he luight he. The very tiptop of enjoyulent 
would never be reached, unless the whole world were to beconle his 
treasnrp-roOlll, and be filled with yellow luetal which 8hould be all 
hi8 OWll. 
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N ow, I need hardly l'enlind sueh wise little people as you are, 
that in the old, old time
, when King 
Iidas wa
 alive, a great 
lltany thing
 CaIne to pa

, which we bhould consider wonderful if 
they were to happen in our own day and country. And, on the 
other hand, a great lllany thing's take place nowadays, which seenl 
not only wonderful to us, hut at which the people of old tilHes 
would have stared their eyes out. On the whole, I regard our own 
times as tllt-' str<lng'est of the two; but, however that may be, I 
HUlst go on with Iny stOl'Y. 
l\1idas was enjoying hilHself in his treasure-roOln, one day, as 
usual, when he l)ereeivecl a shadow fall over the heaps of gold; 
and, looking' suddenly up, what should he hpllOld hut the fig'ure of 
a stranger, 
huHling' in the hrig'ht and narrow 
unbeanl ! It was a 
young" luan, with a cheerful and ruddy faee. 'Vhether it was that 
the imag'ination of l{ing l\1idas threw a yellow tinge over every- 
thing', or whatever the canse nlight be, he could not help fancying 
that the 
ullile with which the strang-PI' regarded hinl had a kind of 
goldpll radiancf' in it. Certainly, althoug'h his figure interc
pteù 
the sunshille, there wa
 now a hrig'hter g'leaIll upon all the piled-up 
treasures than before. Even the reIl10test corners had their share 
of it, and were lighted up, when the stranger sn1Ïled, as with tips 
of fhuue and 
parldf's of fire. 
As l\Iidas knew that he had carefully turned the key in the lock, 
and that no lllortal strength eould possibly bl'eak into his tl'eaSUl'e- 
rOOln, he, of COlU"
e, conduded that his visitor lnust be something 
lllore than mortal. It is no Blatter about telling you who he was. 
In those days, when the earth was cOlnparatively a new affair, it 
was supposed to he often the resort of heings endowed with super- 
natural power, and who used to interest tlwluselves in the joys and 
sorrows of nIen, WOluen, and children, half playfully and half seri- 
ously. l\lidas had met snch beings befote now, and was not sorry 
to nleet Olle of thenl again. The stranger's aspect, indeed, was so 
good-humored and kindly, if not 11eneficent, that it would have 
been unreasonable to suspect hilll of intending any mischief. It 
was far 11101'e probable that he CaIne to do l\Iidas a favor. And 
what could that favor be, u11le
s to 111ultiply his heaps of treasure? 
The stranger gazed ahout the roon1; and when his lustrous smile 
had glistened upon all the golden objects that were there, he 
turned again to l\1idas. 
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" You are a wealthy luan, friend l\Iidas!" he observed. "1 
doubt whether any other four walls, on earth, contain so lllueh gold 
as you have contrived to pile up in this 1'00111." 
" I have done pl'etty well, - pretty well," answel'ell l\Iidas, in a 
diseontented tone. "But, after all, it is but a trifle, when you 
consider that it has taken Ille Iny whole life to get it together. If 
one could live a thousand years, he Illight have tilue to grow 
rich ! " 
" 'Vhat !" exclaillled the shang'er. ___ 
"Tllf'n you are not satisfied?" 
l\Iidas shook his head. 
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"And pray what would satisfy you?" aslH"d the stranger. 
" Merely for tIw (.uriosity of the thing, I should lw glad to know." 
l\Iidas paused and meditated. He felt a presentiment that this 
stranger, with such a golden lustre in his good-Iuullored smile, had 
COllle hither with both the power and the purpose of g'l'atifying' his 
UbllOSt wishes. Now, tlH-'l'efore, was the fortunate Illompnt, when 
lw had but to speak, and obtain whatever possiLlp, or seen1Ïngly 
impossihle thing, it Illig-ht come into his head to ask. So he 
thought, and thoug'ht, and thoup:ht, and heaped up one golden 
lllountain upon another, in his imag'ination, without heing' ahlE" to 
illlagine the111 Lig euough. At last, a bright idl'a ol'l'lu'l'ed to King 
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lVliùas. It seenled really as hrig'ht as the glistening Iuetal which 
he loved so 11111<'h. 
Rai
ing hi
 head, he looked the lustrous stranger in the face. 
" 'Veil, l\Iidas," ohserved his visitor, "I spe that you have at 
length hit upon something that will satisfy you. Tell nle your 
wish." 
" It is only this," replied l\Iidas. " I anI weary of collecting' IllY 
trea
mres with so llluch trouhle, and heholding' the heap so (liminu- 
tive, aftpr ] have done my best. I wish everything that I touch 
to he chang'ed to gold ! " 
The stranger's smile gTew so very broad, that it seelued to fill 
the rOOl11 like an outburst of the sun, gle
ulling' into a shadowy dell, 
where the yellow autlullnal leaves - for so looked the hU11pS and 
particles of g'old - lie strpwn in the glow of light. 
" The Goldpn Tou('h!" exdaimed he. " You cel'tainly deserve 
credit, friend 
Iida
, for striking out so hrilliant a conception. 
But are you lluite sure that this will satisfy you?" 
" How could it fail?" said l\Iidas. 
" And will you npver regret the possession of it?" 
"'Vlmt could induce me ? " asked l\Iida
. "I ask nothing else 
to render me perfe('tly happy." 
"Be it a
 you wish, then," replied tllP stranger, waying his 
hand in token of farewell. "To-lnorrow, at sunrise, you will find 
yourself gifted with the Golden Touch." 
The figure of the strang'er tlwn hecanle exceedingly bright, and 
l\Iidas inyoluntarily dosed his eyf's. On opening- thelll again, he 
beheld unly one yellow sunheam in tlw ro01U, and, all around him, 
the g'listening' of the precious metal which he had spent his lifp in 
llOarding' up. 
'Vhether l\Iidas slppt as usual that night, the story does not say. 
Aslep}> or awake, however, his milHl was prohahly in the state of a 
child's, tu whum a beautiful llew plaything' has l)(--'pn prOluispd in 
the nlol'ning-. At any ratt
, day had hardl,V }wpped over tll(--' hills, 
wllPn !(ing' )Iidas was hroad awake, and, stretching his arms out of 
hl.d, heg'an to tOlH'h the ohjp(.ts that were within reach. lIe was 
anxious to pl'pve whetlu'l' till' GolclPJI Tou(.h had really ('0I11t', êl(,- 
cording to tIlt' straJlg'l'l"
 promise. So Ill' laid his Hllg'pr Oil a (.hair 
hy the hedside, and on Yè1l'ious other thing's, but was grievously 
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disappointed to perceive that they renlained of exactly the sall1e 
substance as before. Indeed, he felt very HUtCh afraid that he had 
only dremned ahout the lustrolU; strang'er, or else that the latter 
had been Inaking ganle of hill1. 
\nd what a miserahle affair 
would it he, if, after all his hopes, l\Iidas I11USt content himself with 
what little gold he could scrape together Ly ordinary Illeans, in- 
stead of {'reating' it hy a tou('h ! 
All this while, it was only the gray of the 1l1orning, with hut a 
streak of hrightne
s along the edg'e of the sky, where )Iidas could 
not see it. He lay in a very di
consolab-' mood, regTetting t]l(--' 
downfall of his hopes, and kept growing :-,adder awl sadder, until 
the earliest sunheam shone through the window, and g'ilded the 
ceiling over his head. It seemed to l\ridas that this hrig-ht yellow 
sunbeanl was reflected in rather a singular way on the white cover- 
ing of the Led. Looking' In ore dosely, what was his astonislmlPnt 
and delight, when he found that this linen fabric had heen traus- 
muted to what spemed a woven texture of the purest and hrightest 
gold! The Golden Toueh had COllle to hinl with the first Slln- 
bemn ! 

Iidas started up, in a kind of joyful frenzy, and ran about the 
rOOln, grasping at everything that happened to be in his way. lIe 
seizp(l oue of the hed-posts, and it heeaIne illlHlPdiately a fluted 
golden pillar. lIe pullpd asidp a winelow-curtain, in order to admit 
a dear sl)(,'daele of the wonders whieh IH.' W<u; performing'; and the 
tasspl grew hea,'y in his hand, - a lltass of gold. Be took np a 
book from the table. At his first ÌlHwh, it assumed the appear- 
ance of such a 
plendidly bound and gilt-edged volume as one often 
lueets with, nowac1ays; hut, on running' his fingprs throug-Jl the 
leaves, hehold! it was a hUlHlle of thin golden plates, in which all 
the wisdOln of the Look had grown illeg'iJ,le. He hurriedly put on 
his e']otlH-'S, and was enraptured to see hin1self in a magnificent snit 
of gold doth, whie.h retaillP(1 its tll 1 xil,ility awl softness, although it 
bnrdpned him a little.' with its weio'ht. He drew out his handker- 
n 
chief, which little l\Iarygohl had Iwmmec1 for him. That was like- 
wise g'old, with the dear child's neat and pretty stit
hl's running all 
along' tlH-' horc1eI', ill g'old thread! 
ROllH'llOW or other, this last transformation did not quite please 
King' l\Iidas. He wOlllù rather that his little daughter's handiwork 
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shoulll have relnainecl just the same as when she clinlbed his knee 
and put it into his hancl. 
But it was not worth while to vex himself ahout a trifle. 1\Iidas 
now took his spectades from his pocket, and put theIll on his nose, 
in order that he n1Ïght see more distinctly what he was about. In 
those days, spectades for conllllon people had not heen invented, 
hut were already worn by king's; else, how could l\Iidas have had 
any? To his great perplexity, however, excellent as the glasses 
were, he discovered that he coulll not possibly see tbrough theIne 
But this was the nlOst natural thing in the world; for, on taking 
theIll off, the transparent crystals turned out to he plates of yellow 
metal, and, of conrse, were worthless as spectacles, though valuable 
as gold. It stru(.k l\Iidas as rather inconvenient that, with all his 
wealth, he conld IH--'Ver again be rich enough to own a pail' of :ser- 
viceahh-, spectades. 
"It is no great matter, nevertheless," said he to hinlself, very 
philosophieally. " 'Ve cannot expPf.t any great g'ood, without its 
being' êteCOlllpanied with some small inconn,-'nience. The Golden 
Touch is worth the sacrifice of a pair of spectades, at least, if not 
of one' s v
ry eyesight. 1\1 y own eyes will :serve for ordinary pur- 
poses, and little l\Iarygold will soon be old enough to read to nle." 
'Vise King' 1\Iidas was so exa1tecl hy his good fortune, that the 
palace seeuH--'cl not suffi(.icntl y spacious to contain hinl. He there- 
fore went down stairs, and smiled, on observing' that the halus- 
trade of the staircase became a 1mI' of hurnished gold, as his hand 
passed over it, in his descent. He lifted the door-latch (it was brass 
only a nlOlnent ago, but golden when his fing-ers quittecl it), and 
elllerg'ed into the garden. IIerp, as it happened, he found a great 
nUIuher of heautiflllroses in full bloom, ancL others in all the stages 
of lovely hud and blossom. Very delicious was their fragTance in 
the nlOrning breeze. Theil' delicate hlush was one of the fairest 
sights in the world; so gentle, so 1110dest, and so full of sweet tran- 
quillity, did these roses sepnl to he. 
But JVliclas knpw a way to make tbpnl far Inorp precious, accord- 
ing to his way of thinking, than roses had ever been before. So 
he took great pains in going' frOlll hush to bush, and exercised his 
11lagic hnwh most indefatig'ahly; until every individual flower and 
bud, and even the wonus at the heal't of SOllle of theIn, were 
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dlan
ed to gold. By the tinH:' this good work was completed, 
King 3Iidas was sumllloned to hreakfast; and as the morning air 
had given hinl an excellent appetite, he Illade haste back to tlw 
l)alace. 
,V hat was usually a king's hreakfast in thp days of l\Iidas, I 
really do not know, and cannot stop now to investigate. To tlw 
best of Iny belief, however, on this particular 1110rning, the break- 
fast consisted of hot cakes, sonle nice little hrook trout, roasted po- 
tatoes, fresh boiled eggs, and coffee, for K.ing' l\Iidas himself, and a 
howl of hre
Hl and milk for his daughter l\Iarygold. At all events, 
this is a hreakfast fit to set before a king; and, whether he had it 
or not, I{ing l\Iidas could not hase had a better. 
Little l\Ial'yg'old had not yet Illade her appearanee. Her fatllPr 
orclerecl her to he (.alled, and, seating' himself at tahle, awaited the 
('hild's coming, in order to heg'in his own breakfast. To do )Iiclas 
justice, he really lo\'ed his daughter, aud loved her so lllueh the 
11101'(:' this 11l0rning, on account of the good fortune which had be- 
fallen hiln. It was not a great while hefore he heard her com- 
ing along the passageway crying bitterly. This eircumstance sur- 
prised hilll, hecause 1\Iarygold was onp of the eheprfullest little 
peoplp whom you would see in a sUlllmer's day, and hardly shed a 
thimhleful of tears in a twelveIl1onth. 'Vhen l\Iidas heard her 
soLs, he deterl11Ïned to put little l\Iarygold into hetter spirits, by an 
agTeeahle surprise; so, leaning across the tahle, he touched his 
daughter's howl (which was a China one, with pretty figures all 
arouncl it), ancl transilluted it to gleaIuing gold. 
l\Ieanwhile, l\larygold slowly and disconsolately opened the door, 
awl showed hel'self with her apron at her eyes, still sohLing as if 
her heart would break. 
"How now, IllY little huly!" eried }\[idas. "I)l'ay what is the 
nmtter with you, this brig'ht lllorning '! " 
l\larygolcl, without talullg the apron frOlll her eyes, held out her 
hand, in which was one of the roses which l\lidas had so recently 
tranSlll utecl. 
" Beautiful!" exclainlPd her father. "And what is there in 
this nlag'l1ificellt golden rose to Inake you cry?" 
"Ah, dear father!" answered the child, as well as her sobs 
would let her, " it is not beautiful, but the ugliest flower that ever 
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grew! As soon as I was drelSlSed I ran into the garden to gather 
SOUle roses for you; beeause I know you like them, and like thenl 
the better when gathered by your little daug'hter. But, oh deal', 
dear lne! 'Vhat do you think has happened'! Sueh a lllisfortune ! 
All the heautiful roses, that slllelled so sweetly and had so nlany 
loyely blushes, are blighted and ISpoilt! They are grown quite yel- 
low, as you see this one, and have no longer any fragrance! 'Yhat 
can have been the nlatter with thelll?" 
"Poh, IllY dear little g'irl, - pray don't cry about it!" said 
l\Iidas, who was asluuned to confess that he himself had wroug'ht 
the change which so gTeatly affiieted her. "Sit down and eat your 
bread and lnilk! You will find it easy enough to exchange a 
g-olden rose lil
e that (which will last hundreds of years) for an 
ordinary one which would wither in a day." 
" I don't care for sueh roses as this!" eried l\Iaryg'old, tossing 
it contemptuously away. "It has no sillell, and the hard petals 
. I 1 " 
pl'1(' \: my nose. 
Tlw ehild now sat down to table, but was so occupied with her 
g'rief for the blighted roses that she did not even notiee the won- 
derful translllutation of her China bowl. Perhaps this was all the 
better; for l\Iaryg'old was aecustOlued to take pleasure in looking at 
the queer fig'ures, and strange trees and houselS, that were painted 
on thp eirelunferenee of the bowl; and these ornmnents were now 
entirely lost in the yellow hue of the llletal. 
l\IidalS, lneitnwhile, had poured out a cup of coffee, and, as a 
lllatter of course, the coffee-pot, whatever llletal it }llay have been 
when he took it up, was gold when he set it down. He thought to 
hiulself, that it was rather an extravagant style of splendor, in a 
king' of his sinlple habits, to breakfast off a service of gold, and 
began to be puzzled with the difficulty of keeping his treasures 
safe. The eupboanl and the kitehen would no long'er be a securf' 
place of deposit for articles so valuable as golden bowls and coffee- 
pots. 
Amid these thoughts, he lifted a spoonful of coffee to his lips, 
and, sipping it, was astonished to perceive that, the instant his lips 
touched the liquid, it becaIlle lllolten gold, and, the next IllOlllent 
hardened into a hUllp ! 
" Ha !" exclaillled l\1idas, rather aghast. 
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" 'Vhat is the matter, father? " asked little l\Iarygold, gazing" at 
hinI, with the tears still standing in her eyes. 
" Nothing, child, nothing"!" said l\Iidas. "Eat your milk, be- 
fore it gets quite cùld." 
He took one of the nice little trouts on his plate, and, by way of 
experinlent, touched its tail with his finger. To his horror, it was 
inlluediately transnulted frOlu an admirably fried brook-trout into 
a gold-fish, though not one of those gold-fishes which people often 
keep in glass globes, as ornmllents for the })arlor. No; but it was 
really a metallic fish, and looked as if it had been very cunningly 
made by the nicest goldslllith in the world. Its little bones were 
now golden wires; its fins and tail were thin plates of gold; and 
there were the nutrks of the fork in it, and all the delicate, frothy 
appearance of a uicely fried fish, exactly inlitated in llleta!. A 
very pretty piece of work, as you 11lay suppose; only King l\Iidas, 
just at that IllOillent, would nlllCh rather have had a real trout in 
his dish than this elaborate and valuahle illlitation of one. 
"I don't quite see," thought he to himself, "how I am to get 
any breakfast! " 
lIe took one of the smoking-hot cakes, and had scarcely broken 
it, when, to his cruellllortification, though, a 11l0l11ent befoTe, it had 
been of the whitest wheat, it asslllued the yellow hue of Indian 
meal. To say the truth, if it had really heen a hot Indian cake, 
l\Iidas would have prized it a g"ood deal nlore than hf' now did, 
when its solidity and iner-easel1 weight nlade hinl too bitterly sensi- 
ble that it was gold. Ahnost in despair, he helped himself to a 
boiled egg, which illllllediately underwent a change sin1Ïlar to those 
of the trout and the cake. The egg", indped, might have heen 111ÏS- 
taken for one of those which the fanlOus goose, in the story-hook, 
was in the habit of laying; but I{ing l\Iidas was the only goose 
that had had anything to do with the lnatter. 
" 'VeIl, this is a (puuulary!" thought he, leaning back in his 
(Ohair, and looking" quitf' enviously at little l\Iarygold, who was now 
eating her hread and milk with great satisfaction. "Such a costly 
breakfast before llle, and nothing' that can be eaten! " 
Hoping that, by dint of great dispatch, he might avoid what he 
now felt to he a considera hIe inconvenience, King l\lidas next 
snatched a hot potato, and attenlpted to crmn it into his 1110llth, 
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and swallow it in a hurry. But the Golden Touch was too nilnble 
for hinl. He found his lllOuth full, not of luealy potato, but of 
solid metal, which so hurnt his tong'up that IlP roared aloud, and, 
juulping' up frOlll the table, beg'an to dance and staIllp about the 
room, both with pain and affrig'ht. 
" Fat 11 e 1', dear 
father! " cried little 
l\Iarygold, who was 
a very affectionate 
child, "pray what 
is the lllatter? Have 
you h urn t you r 
1110 U th '? " 
"Ah, dear child," 
g' r 0 a n e d l\Iidas, 
dolefully, "I don't 
know what is to be- 
conle of your poor 
father ! " 
Awl, truly, IllY 
deal' littlp folks, did 
you ever hear of 
such a pitiable case 
in all your lives? 
Here was literally 
the richest break- 
fast that ('ould be 
set before a king, and its very richness made it ahsolutely good 
for nothing'. The poorest laborer, sitting down to his crust of 
bread and cup of water, was far better off than l{ing IHidas, 
whose ({plicate food was really worth its wpight in g'old. And 
what was to he done? .Already, at hreakfast. l\Iidas was ex- 
cessively hungry. 'V nulll he be less so hy dinner-time? And 
how ravenous would he his appetite for snpper, which lllust un- 
doubtedly com
ist of the saulP sort of iudigestihle dishes as those 
now hefore him! How many (lays. think yon, would he sUITive a 
cuntinuance of this rich fare? 
These reflections so troubled wise K.ing' 
Iidas that he Legan tu 
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doubt whether, after all, l'idH--'R are the one desirable thing in the 
world, or eyen the nlOst desirahle. But this was only a passillg' 
thought. So fascinated was 
Iidas with the g'litter of tlw yellow 
luetal, that he would still have refused to g'iye up the Golden 
TOIH'h for so paltry a consideration as a breakfast. Just illwgine 
what a priee for one llwal's victuals! It wOlùd have been the same 
as paying luillions and n1Ïllions of lnoney (awl as llHtny millions 
mure W5 woulll take forever to reekon up) for sonl(' fripd trout, an 
egg', a lwtato, a hot eake, and a cup uf coffee! 
" It would he quite too dear," thought l\Iidas. 
Nevertheless, so great was his hunger, and the perplexity of his 
situation, that he again groaIH--'<l aloud, and very g'l'icvously too. 
Our pretty l\larygold could endure it no longcr. She sat, a 1ll0- 
lucnt, gazing" at her father, and trying, with all the nlig"ht of her 
little wits, to filld uut what was tlH--' 11latter with hinl. Then, with 
a sweet and sorrowflù iInpulse tu eOlufort hinl, she started frOlll her 
chair, and, running to l\Iidas, threw her arms affectionately ahout 
his luH--'es. He hent down and kissed IH--'r. lIe felt that his little 
daughter's love was worth a thousand times nlOre than he had 
gained hy the Golden Toudl. 
" l\Iy preeious, precious l\iarygold ! " cried he. 
But l\iaryg"old lluulc nu answer. 
Alas, what had he done? IIow fatal was the g'ift which the 
stranger bestowed! The moment the lips of l\Ii<las touehed l\Iary- 
gold's forehead, a change had taken plaep. lieI' sweet, ru
y face, 
so full of affpetion as it had been, assumed a glittering yellow color, 
with yellow tear-dro l )S cOlw'ealing" on her cheeks. lIeI' heautiful 

 
 
 
hrown rino-lets took the ::;aIne tint. Her soft and telldl'r little form 

 
gl'ew hard and inflexible within her father's eneircling arIllS. Oh, 
terrihle misfortune! The yieti1ll of his insatiahle desire for wealth, 
little )laryo"old was a human ehild no lOll o'er, but a golden statue! 


 ð 
Y ps, there she was, with tIll' questiuning- look of 10\'p, grief, and 
pity, hardened into her faep. It was the prettiesi and most woflll 
sight that ever lllOrta1 saw. All the features and tokells of l\Iary- 
0"01d were there. eyen tll(' hPloypd little dim l )le rPlwtÏned in 11(--'1' 

 , 
golden chin. But, the nlOl'e }wl'fect was the resemhhuH'e, the 
g'J'eatpI' was tIll' fatlwl"s agony at l){-'holding this goldpn imagl>, 
which wa
 all that was left him of a daug'htel'. It had hepn a fa- 
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vorite phrase of l\Iidas, whenever he felt particularly fond of the 
child, to say that she was worth her weight in g'old. And now the 
phrase had becOIne literally true. And now, at last, when it was 
too late, he felt how infinitely a warm and tender heart, that loved 
him, exceeded in value all the wealth that could be piled up be- 
twixt the earth and sky! 
It would be tou sad a story, if I were to tell yon how l\Iidas, in 
the fulness of all his gratified desires, Legan to wring his hands 
and benlOan hinlself; and how he could neither bear to look at 
l\Iaryg'uld, nor yet to look away fronl her. Except when his eyes 
were fixed on the inlage, he could not possibly believe that she was 
('hanged to gold. But, stealing' another g-lance, there was the pre- 
cious little fig'ure, with a yellow tear-drop on its yellow cheek, and a 
look so piteous and tender, that it seemed as if that very expres- 
sion lnnst needs soften the gold, and lnake it flesh again. This, 
however, could not be. So l\Iidas had only to wring his hands, and 
to wish that he were the poorest nlan in the wide worlel, if the loss 
of all his wealth lnig'ht bring back the faintest rose-color to his 
dear child's face. 
'Vhile he was in this ttllllult of despair, he suddenly beheld a 
strang'er stalHling' near the door. l\Iidas bent down his head, with- 
out speaking'; for he recognized the same fig'ure which had ap- 
peared to hinl, the day before, in the treasure-roOlu, and had be- 
stowed on hinl this disastrous faculty of the Golden Touch. The 
stranger's countenance still wore a smile, which seelned to shed a 
yellow lustre all about the 1'00111, and gleanled on little I'Iarygold's 
imag'p, and on the otlwr objects that had been transmuted by the 
tOlwh of 
Iidas. 
"'VeIl, friend l\Iidas," said the stranger, c, pray how do you 
SlH'eee(] with the Golden Tondl ? " 
l\Iidas shook his head. 
" I am very miserable," said he. 
" Very nlÏserahle, indeed! " exelainled the stranger. " And how 
happens that? IIave I not faithfully kept nlY promisp with yon? 
ILt\'e yon not everything that your heart desired'! " 
"Gold is not everything'," answered l\Iidas. " And I have lost 
all that my heart really cared for." 
" Ah ! So yun have llUtÙe a disco,'el'Y, since yesterday?" ob- 
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served the stranger. "Let us see, then. 'Vhich of these two 
things do yon think is really worth the lllOSt, - the gift of the 
Golden Touch, or one cup of clear cold water? " 
" 0 Llessed water!" exelaiIlled l\Iidas. "It will never nloisten 
my parched throat ag'ain! " 
"The Golden Touch," eontinued the stranger, "or a crust of 
bread ? " 
" A piece of bread," answered l\Iidas, "is worth all the gold un 
earth! " 
" The Golden Touch," asked the stranger, "or yuur own little 
l\iarygold, warm, sl)ft, and loving as she was an hour ago? " 
"011 IllY chillI, IllY deal' child! " cried poor l\Iidas, wringing' his 
hands. "I would not have g'iven that one snutll dimple in her 
chin for the power of chang'iug' this whole big earth into it sùlid 
hunp úf gúld ! " 
" You are wiser thau you were, King 
Iiclas ! " said the stranger, 
looking seriously at hinl. "Your own heart, 1 perceive, has not 
been entirely changed fronl Hesh to gold. 'Vere it so, your case 
would indeed be desperate. But you appear to be still capable of 
understanding that the conlnlonest things, such as lie within every- 
body's grasp, are I110re valuable than the riches which so Illany 
mortals sigh and struggle after. Tell me, now, do you sincerely 
desire to rid yourself of this Golden Touch? " 
" It is hateful to IHe ! " rpplied l\Iidas. 
A fly settled on his nose, but inllllediately fell to the floor; for 
it, too, had becOlHe gold. lHidas shuddered. 
" Go, then," said the stranger, "and plunge into the river that 
glides past the bottOlll of your garden. Take likewise a vase of 
the same water and sprinkle it o\'er any ohject that yon lllay desire 
to ehange back again from gold into its former sul>stance. If yon 
do this in earnestness and sincerity, it may possibly repair the nlÍs- 
chief whieh your avarice has occasioned." 
King l\Iidas howed low; ana wlwu he lifted his head, the lus- 
trous stranger had vanished. 
-Y ou will easily believe that l\Iidas lost no time in snatching up a 
great earthen pitcher (hut, alas IHe! it was no longer earthen after 
he toul'hed it), and hastening to the rivel'-side. As he sl'ampered 
along, and forced his way through the shrubbery, it was positively 
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marvellous to spe how the foliag'e turned yellow hehind him, as if 
the aublInn had heen there, and nowhere else. On l'eaching' the 
river's brink, he plunged headlong in, without waiting so much as 
to pull off his shoes. 
" Poof! poof! poof!" snorted King' l\Iillas, as his head enlf'rgf'd 
out of the water. " 'V ell; this is really a refI'eshing" hath, and I 
think it Illusi have quite washed away the Golden Touch. And 
now for filling IllY pitcher! " 
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As he dipped the pitclwr into the water, it g-laddened his very 
heart to see it chang'e fI'mll gold into the smne good, honest earthen 
vessel which it had been before he touehed it. He was conscious, 
abo, of a chang'e within himself. A cold, hard, and heavy weight 
seelned to have gone out of his hOSOl11. No douht, his lwart hac! 
he en gradually losing" its human substance, and transnluting itself 
into im,ensible metal, but had now softened back ag"aill into flesh. 
Perceiving a violet, that grew on the bank of the river, l\iidas 
tO
lChed it with his finger, and was overjoyed to find that the deli- 
cate flower retained its purple hue, instead of undergoing a yellow 
blight. The curse of the Golden Touch had, therefore, really been 
removed frOlll him. 
I(ing l\Iidas hastened back to the palace; and, I SUPPOSè, the 
4 
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servants loww not what to nmke of it when they saw their royal 
nm
tel' so carefully bringing home an earthen pitcher of water. 
But that water, which was to undo all the n1Ïschief that his folly 
had wrought, was lnore precious to l\Iidas than an ocean of ulolten 
gold could have been. The first thing hè did, as you need hanlly 
be told, was to sprinkle it by handfuls over the golden figure of 
little l\Iarygold. 


No sooner did it fall on her 
than you would have laughed 
to see how the l'OSY COIOI' came 
back to the dear child's cheek! 
and how she began to sneeze 
and sputter! - and how aston- 
ished she was to find herself 
dripping wet, and her father 
still throwing' lliore water over 
her ! 
" Pray do not, deal' father!" 
cried she. "See how you have 
wet IllY nice frock, whit'h I put 
I I . . I" 
on on y t lIS mornIng. 
For l\laryg'old did not know 
that she had been a little 
golden statue; nor ('ould she 
l'enleulber anything' that had 
happened since the llioment 
when she ran with outstretehed 
arIllS to cOlufort poor King 
l\'lidas. 
lIeI' father did not think it 
nece
sary to tell his beloved 
child how very foolish he had 
been, hut contented himself 
with showing how luuch wiser he had now grown. For this pur- 
pose, he led little Maryg'old into the garden, where he sprinkled all 
the renlainder of the water over the I"u::,e - bushes, and with sueh 
good effect that ahove five thousand roses re('(wered their heautiful 
bloolll. There were two circunlstallces, however, which, as long as 
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he lived, used to pnt King l\Iidas in lnind of the Golden Touch. 
One was, that the 
;ands of the river sparkled like gold; the other, 
that little l\Iarygold's hail' had now a golden tinge, which he had 
Hever observed in it before she had been transnnlted by the effect 
of his ki::'8. This change of hue was really an improveulent, and 
lnade l\larygold's hair richer than in her bahyhood. 
'Yhen K.ing l\Iidas had grown quite an old luan, and used to 
trot l\Iarygold's children on his knee, he was fond of telling thein 
thi
 marvellous story, pretty much as I have now told it to you. 
And then would he stroke tlH--'ir glossy ring'lets, and tell thenl that 
their hair, likewise, had a rich shade of gold, which they had inher- 
ited frolll their lllOther. 
"An(l to tell you the truth, Iny precions little folks," quoth 
ICing' l\Iidas, dilig'ently trotting the children all the while, "ever 
since that 1l1Orniug, I have hated the very sig'ht of all other gold, 
sa ye this ! " 
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AFTElt THE STORY. 


" 'V ELL, children," inquired Eustace, who was very fond of elic- 
iting a definite opinion frolll his auditors, "did you ever, in all 
your lives listen to a hetter story than this of 'The Golden 
Touch' ? " 
"'Vhy, as to the story of King l\Ii<las," Raid saucy Prinll'ose, 
"it was a fmnons one thousands of years hefore 1\11'. Eustace 
Bright canle into the world, and will eontillu
 to be so as long' 
after he quits it. But sonle people have what we lllay call 'The 
Leadpll TOlwh,' and lllake everything dull and heavy that they lay 
I . fi " 
t len ngel'S upon. 
" You are a Slllart child, Prinll'ose, to be not yet in your teens," 
said Eustace, taken rather aback by the piquancy of her critieisnl. 
"But you well know, in your naughty little heart, that I have 
burnished the old gold of l\1idas all over anew, and have ruade it 
shine as it never shone hefore. And then that figure of 1\Iaryg'old ! 
Do you perceive no nice workmanship in that? And how finely I 
have brought out and deepened the nloral! \Vhat say you, Sweet 
Fern, Dandelion, Clover, Periwinkle? 'V ould any of you, after 
hearing this story, be so foolish as to desire the faculty of chang- 
in 0' thin O'S to o'old ? " 
b b 
 
"I sholùd like," said Periwinkle, a girl of ten, "to have the 
power of turning' everything to gold with my rig'ht forefinger; 
but, with IllY lpft forpfinger, I should want tJw power of (.hang'ing 
it hal'k ag'ain, if the first l'hallge did not please me. And I know 
what I would do, this very afternoon! " 
" Pray tell Ille," said Eustace. 
"'Vhy," answered Periwinkle, "I would toueh everyone of 
these golden leaves on the trees with IllY left forpfinger, an d nlaln:) 
theIll all green again; so that we lnight have the summer baek at 
once, with no ugly winter in the lllean tillle." 
"0 Periwinkle!" cried Eustace Bright, "there you are wrong, 



SHAD() TV BROOK. 


53 


and would do a great deal of n1Ïschief. 'Vere I l\Iidas, I would 
Inake nothing else but ju
t such golden days as these over and over 
again, all the year throug'hout. l\Iy hest thoughts always COlne a 
little too late. 'Vhy did not I tell you how old King l\Iidas CaIne 
to Anlerica, and changed tlw du
ky autlulln, 
uch a
 it i
 in other 
countriPH, into the bUl'nished beauty which it here put::) on? lIe 
gilded the leaves of the great volunle of Nature." 
"Cousin Eustace," said Sweet Fern, a good little boy, who was 
always luaking particuhn' inquiries ahout the IH'ecise height of gi- 
ants and the littleneHs of fairies, "how big waH 
Iarygola, and how 
nluch did Hhe weigh after she was turned to gold?" 
" 
he was about as tall as you are," replied Eustace, "and, as 
gold is very heavy, she weighed at least two thommnd ponnds, 
and 111Ïght have been coine(l into thirty or forty thou
and gold 
dollm's. I wish Prillll'ose were worth half aH 11luch. COllIe, little 
people, let us chunber out of the dell, and look about us." 
They did so. The sun was now an hour or two beyond its 
noolltide mark, and filled the great hollow of the valley with its 
wpstern radiance, so that it seenled to be brinlllling with nwllow 
light, and to spill it over the surrounding hill-sides, like golden 
wine out of a bowl. It was Huch a day that you could not help say- 
ing of it, "There never was such a day before! " although yester- 
day was just such a day, and to-morrow will be just such another. 
Ah, but thm'e are very few of them in a tweiveillonth's circle! It 
is a relllarkable peculiarity of these Octo her days that each of thenl 
seems to occupy a great deal of sp<tCe, although the sun rises rather 
tm'dily at that season of the year, and goes to bed, as little ehildren 
ought, at sober six o'clock, or even earlier. 'Ve cannot, therefore, 
call the days long; hut they appear, sonlehow or other, to make 
up for their shortness by their breadth; and when the cool night 
comes, we are conscious of having enjoyed a big armful of life 
. . 
Slllce lllornlug.. 
"COllle, children, COlne !" cried Eustace Bright. "l\Iol'e I1nts, 
more nuts, more nuts! Fill all your baskets; and, at CIll'istIllas 
tinie, I will crack them for you, and tell you heautiful stories! " 
So away they went; all of thenl in excellent spirits, except little 
Dandelion, whu, I anI 
()rry to tell you. had he en sitting on a eheHt- 
nut-bur, and was stud\: as full of its pri('kle
 as a pincushion. 
Dear Ule, how uncOlnfortably he nlust have felt ! 
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TANGLE'VUUD PLAY-TIOOl\i. 


INTRODUCTORY TO "THE PARADISE OF CHILDREN." 


THE golden days of Octoher passed away, as so lllaUY uther Octo- 
bers have, and hrown Novenlher likewibe, and the greater pm.t of 
chill Decelil bel', too. A t last CaIne Inerry Chrisbna
, Hlid Eustace 
Bright along with it, making it all the llwl'l'iel' hy his presen('e. 
And, the day after his arrival frolll college, there callW a lllig'hty 
snow-storm. Up to this time, the winter had held bal'k, and had 
given Us a good lllany ll1Íld days, which were like sllliles upon its 
wrinkled visage. The grass had kept itself green, in sheltered 
places, such as the nooks of southern hill-slopes, and along the lee 
of the stone felices. It was hut a week or two ago, and sinep the 
heginning of the nlOnth, that the chil<lren had found a dandeliun 
in blo01n, on the nutrg'in of Shadow Bruok, where it glides out of 
the dell. 
But no more green grass and dandelions now. This was sw.h a 
snow-stornl! Twenty miles of it might have heen visible at once, 
between the windows of Tallglt'wood and the dOlne of Tal'onie, haa 
it heen possible to see so far among the eddying drifts that whit- 
ened all the atl11osplwre. It seenll'd as if the hills were giants, awl 
were fling'ing 111onstrous handfuls of snow at one anotlll'r, in their 
enornlOUS sport. So thick were the fluttering snow-flak
s, thai even 
the trees,lnidway down the valley, were hidden hy them the greater 
part of the time. Sometimes, it is true, the little prisoners of Tan- 
g'lewood could discern a diul outline of 1\iOlllunellt J\Iountain, and 
the slnooth whitenes:s of the frozen lake at its hase, aHd t]ll' hIeu.1\: 
or gray tracts of woodland in the IlParer landscape. But t!tes(' 
were luerely peeps through the tel11pest. 
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Npvertheless, the children rejoiced greatly in the snow - stOl'lU. 
They had already made aequaintaIH'e with it, by ttunhling heels 
ovel' head into its highest drifts, and flinging snow at one another, 
as we have just fancied the Berkshire lllollllÌaills to be doing-. 
And now they had eOlne back to their spacious play-room, which 
was as big' as the gTeat drawing-room, and was hUllbered with all 
Horts of plaything's, larg'e and Hnmll. The biggest was a rocking- 
horse, that looked like a real pony; and there was a whole faInily 
of wooden, waxen, plaster, aIIll ('hina dolls, besides rag-bahies; and 
bloeks enough to build Bunker Hill l\Ionun
ent, and nine-pins, and 
balls, and hUlllllling - tops, and battledores, and grace - sticks, and 
skipping-ropes, and nlUre of such valuable property than I could 
tell of in a printed pag'e. But the children liked the snow-storm 
better than thell1 all. It suggested so nlany brisk enjoyments for 
to-ulUrrow, and all the reillainder of tlw winter. Tlw sleigh-ridp; 
the slides down hill into the valley; the snow-images that were to 
be shaped out, the snow-fortresses that were to be built; and the 
snowballing to be carried on ! 
So the little folks hlessed the snow-storm, and were glad to see 
it come thicker and thicker, and watched hopefully the long drift 
that was piliug itself up in the avenue, and was already higher than 
any of their heads. 
" 'Vhy, we shall be blocked up till spring! " cried they, with the 
hugest delight. "'Vhat a pity that tli(:' house is too high to he 
quite covered up! The little red house, down yonder, will be 
b . 1 . " 
urle( up to Its eaves. 
" You silly children, what do you want of more snow?" asked 
Eustace, who, tired of smut' novel that he was skinlllling through, 
had strolled into the play-roOlu. " It has done n1Îsehief eIlOug'h al- 
ready, by spoiling the only skating that I could hope for through 
the winter. 'Ve shall see nothing more of the lake till April; and 
this was to have been nlY first day upon it! Don't you pity me, 
Priull'osc ? " 
"Oh) to be sure!" answered Primrose, laughing. "But, for 
your comfort, we will listen to another of your old stories, such as 
you told us under the porch, and down in the hollow, Ly 8hadow 
Brook. Perhap
 1 blwl] like thenl hetter now, when there is noth- 
ing to do, than while there were nuts to be gathered, and Leautiful 
weather to enjoy." 
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IIereupon, Periwinkle, Clover, Sweet Fern, and as Inany other
 
of the little fraternity and cousinhood as were still at Tallg'lewood, 
gathered about Eustace, and earnestly besought hinl for a story. 
The student yawned, stretched hiulself, and then, to the vast ad- 
miration of the slllall people, skil}ped three tinles back and forth 
over the top of a chair, in order, as he eXplained to thenl, to set his 
wits in 1110tion. 
" 'V ell, well, children," said he, after these preliminaries, "since 
you insist, and Primrose has set her heart upon it, 1 will see what 
can be done :for you. And, that you luay knuw what happy days 
there w
re before snow-storms canle into fashion, I will tell you 
a story of the oldest of all old tÏ111es, whpn the world was as new as 
Sweet Fern's hran-new hunnllillg.-top. There was then hut one sea- 
son in the year, and that was the delig'htful SUlllllwr; and but one 
age for lllortals, and that was childhood." 
" I neyer heard of that before," said Priull'ose. 
"Of course, you never did," answered Eustace. "It shall he a 
story of what nobody hut lllyself ever dreallwd of, - a Paradise of 
children, - and how, by the naughtiness of just such a little imp as 
Primrose here, it all CaIne to nothing." 
So Eustacp Bright sat down in the chair which he had just bpen 
s:kipping over, tuok Cowslip upon his lnlpe, ordered silence through- 
out the auditory, and began a story about a sad naughty child, 
whose nalne was Pandora, and about her playfelluw Epinletheus. 
You lllaY read it, word for word, in the pages that C0111e next. 
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THE PARADISE OF CHILDREN. 


LONG, long' ap;o, when this old worlel was in its tenrler infancy, 
there was a child, naIlled Epimethew.;, who neyer had (-'ither father 
or nlother; and, that he Illight not be lonely, another child, father- 
less and ulOthl'rle
s like hinlself, was 
ent frOll1 a far country, to live 
with him, and be his playfellow and helpmate. lIeI' naIlle was Pan- 
dora. 
The first thing that Pandora saw, when she entered the cottage 
where Epimetheus dwelt, was a great box. And almost the first 
question whidl she put to hiul, after cros
ing the thre
hold, wa
 
this, - 
" Epiuletheus, what have you in that hox ? " 
" 1\1 Y dear little Pandora," answered Epinwtheus, "that is a se- 
cret, and you l11ust be kind enough not to ask any questions about 
it. The box was left here to be kept safely, and I do not myself 
know what it contains." 
" But who gave it to you? " asked Pandora. " And where did 
it come frOl11 ? " 
"That is a seeret, too," replied Epimetheus. 
"How provoking!" exclaimed Pandora, pouting her lip. " I 
wi
h the great ugly box were out of the way! " 
"Oh come, don't think of it any more," cried Epinletheus. 
" Let us run out of doors, and have SOllle nice play with the other 
children. " 
It is thousands of years since Epimetheus and Pandora were 
nlive; and the world, nowadays, is a very different 
ort of thing 
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from what it was in their tinle. Then, everyhody was a child. 
There needed no fathers and mothers to take l"are of the children, 
because. there was no dangpr, nor trouhle of any kind, and no 
clothes to be nlended, and there was always plenty to eat awl (lrink. 
'Vhenever a child wanted his dinner, he found it growing on a 
tree; and, if he looked at the tree in the nlOrning, he eould see the 
expanding blossOlll of that ni
ht's supper; 01', at eventide, he saw 
the tender bud of to-nlOrrow's hreakfast. 
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(lren never quarrelled 
unong themselves; L J/ I 
neither had they any crying fits; nor, since tinle first hegan, had a 
sing-Ie one of these little Inortals ever g"one apart into a corner, and 
sulked. Oh, what a good time was that to be alive in? The truth 
is, those ugly littlE-' winged monsters, ('alled Troubles, whieh are now 
ahllost as nUlllerous as nwsquitoes, had never yet been seen on the 
earth. It is probaLlf' that the very greatest disquietude which a 
child had ever experieueed was Pandora's vexation at not being 
able to discover the see-ret of the mysterious Lox. 
This was at first only the faint shadow of a Trouble; but, every 
day, it gTew 1110re and more suh;tantial, until, before a great while, 
the cottagf' ùf Epillletheus and Pandora was less sunshin y than 
those of the other children. 
"'Vhence can tlH' hox haV{
 (,0111e?" Pandora l"ontinually kept 
saying" to herself and to Epillletheus. " And "hat in the world can 
be inside of it? " 
" Always talking about this box! " said Epinwthpus, at last; for 
he had grown extrenIely tired of the snhject. "I wish, deal' Pan- 
dora, you would tI.y to talk of s0111ethiug else. Cmne, let us go 
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and gather ::;Ullle ripe figs, and eat tlwul under the trees, for Ollr 
supper. And I know a vine that has the !Sweetest and juiciest 
grapes you ever tasted." 
"Always talking about grapes and figs!" cried Pandora, pet. 
ti::;hl y. 
" 'V ell, then," said Epimetheus, who was a very good-tempered 
child, like a lllllltitude of children in tho::;e days, "let us run out 
and have a 11lerry tinle with our playmates." 
"I aIn tired of merry tunes, and don't care if I never have any 
lnore !" allswpred our pettish little Pandora. "And, besides, I 
never do have any. This ugly box! I anI so taken up with think- 
ing' about it all the tUlle. I insist upon your telling Ute what is in- 
side of it." 
" As I have already said, fifty tiules over, I do not know!" re- 
plied Epinwtllf'us, getting a little vexed. " How, then, can I tell 
you what is insidp ? " 
" You n1Ïght open it," said Pandora, looking sideways at Epinle- 
theus, "and then we could see for onrselves." 
"Pandora, what are you thinking of ?" exclainted Epinletheus. 
And his face expressed so much horror at the idea of looking 
into a box, which had heen confided to hÍIn on the condition of his 
never opening' it, that Pandora thought it best not to suggest it 
any more. Still, however, she could not help thinking and talking 
about the box. 
" At least," said she, "you can telllue how it CaIne here." 
" It was left at the door," replied Epilnetheus, " just before you 
CaIne, by a person who looked very suÚling and intelligent, and who 
could hardly forbear laughing as he put it down. lIe was dressed 
in an odd kind of a cloak, and had on a cap that seenIPd to be nlade 
partly of feathers, ::;0 that it looked almost as if it had wings." 
" 'Vhat sort of a staff had he '?" asked Pandora. 
"Oh, the most curious staff you ever saw!" cried Epinletlwus. 
"It was like two serpents twisting around a stick, and was carved 
so naturally that I, at first, thought the serpents were alive." 
"I know hin1," said Pandora, thoug'htfully. "Nobody else has 
such a staff. It was Quicksiln>r; and lIP broug'ht me hither, as 
well as the box. No doubt he intended it for lue; and, nlost prob- 
ably, it contains pretty dresses for UIe to wear, or toys for you and 
me to IJla y with, or something very nice for us both to eat ! " 
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"Perhaps so," answered Epinwtheus, turning' away. But until 
Quicksilver conu's hack and tells us so, we have neither of us any 
right to lift the lid of the box." 
"'Vhat a dull boy he is!" lliuttered Pandora, as Epimetheus 
left the cuttag'e. " I do wish he had a little Inore enterprise! " 
For the first tinw since her arrival, Epimetheus had g'onp out 
without asking Pandora to aCCOlnpany hinl. lIe went to gather 
figs and grapes hy himself, or to seek whatever alnUSelnent he could 
find, in other society than his little playfellow's. He was tired to 
death of hearing about the box, and heartily wished that Quicksil- 
ver, or whatever was the Illessenger's naIne, had left it at some other 
child's door, where Pandora would never haye set eyes on it. So 
perseveringly ab she did bahhle ahout this one thing! The hox, 
the box, and nothing but the box! It seelued as if the box were 
bewitched, and as if the cottage were not big enough to hold it, 
without Pandora's continually shullbling' oYer it, and making Epi- 
lnetheus stlullble Oyel' it likewi
e, and bruising all four of their 
shins. 
'Veil, it was really hard that poor Epilnetheus should have a hox 
in his ears frOlll Illorning till Hight; especially as the little people 
of the earth were so unaccustomed to vexations, in those happy 
days, that they knew not how to deal with thenl. Thus, a sInall 
yexation Inade as nUlCh disturbance then, as a far bigger one would 
in our own times. 
After Epinwtheus was gone, Pandora stood gazing at the box. 
She had ealled it ugly, aboye a hundred tinles; but, in spite of all 
that she had said ag'ainst it, it was positively a very handsonle arti- 
cle uf furniture, and would have been quite an ornêUllent to any 
1'00111 in which it should be placed. It was made of a bflêlutiflù 
kind of wood, with dark and rieh veins spreêuling over its surface, 
whieh was so hig-hly polished that littlp Pandora eouhl see her face 
in it. As the ehild had 110 other looking-glass, it is odd that she 
did not value the box lnerely Oil this account. 
The edo'es and corners of the hox were earvpcl with most wonder- 
o 
ful skill. Around the nlarg'in there were fig'ures of graceful Inen 
and women, and thp prpttiest ehilclren ever seen, reclining or sport- 
ing amid a profusion of fluwers and foliage; and these various ob- 
jects were so exquisitely represented, and were wrought together in 
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sueh harnlOny, that flowers, foliage, and human beings seenled to 
combine into a wreath of mingled heauty. But here and there, 
peeping forth fl'OlH behind thf' C'aI'yed foliage, Pandora once or 
twiee faneied that she saw a faee not so loyely, or something or 
other that was disagreeable, and whieh stole the beauty out of all 
the rest. Nen
rtheles
, on looking more clúlSely, and touching 
the spot with her finger, she could cliseover nothing of the kind. 
SOllle faee, that was really hpautiful, had heen nuule to look ug'ly 
hy her catehing a sideway glÏIllpse at it. 
The most beautiful faee of all was done in what is called high re- 
lief, in the centre of the lid. There was nothing else, save the 
dark, Sl1100tll riehne:-,s of the polished wood, and this one face in 
the centre, with a garland of flowers about its brow. Pandora had 
looked at this faee a great many times, and imagilH,-'d that the 
llwuth ('ould slllile if it liked, or be grave when it ehose, the same 
as any living' lllOuth. The feaÌlll'es, indeed, all "ore a H-'ry lively 
and rather misehievous expression, which looked ahnost as if it 
needs must burst out of the calTed lips, and utter itself in words. 
Had the 11lOllth spoken, it would probably have heen sonlething 
like this: - 
"Do not be afraid, Pandora! 'Yhat harlll can there be in open- 
ing the box? K e,\Ter n1Înd that poor, sÏInple Epimetlwus! You 
are wiser than he, and have ten tinles as nluch spirit. Open the 
box, and see if you do not fiud sOlllething very pretty ! " 
The hox, I had almost forgotten to say, was fastened; not by a 
loek, nor by any other such contl'iYaIlC'p, but by a very intricate 
knot of gold cord. There appeared to be no pueI to this knot, and 
no beginning. Never was a knot so cunningly twistt-'d, nor with 
so many ins and outs, whieh roguishly defied the skilfullest fingers 
to disentangle them. AmI yet, by the very difficulty that there was 
in it, Pandora was the mOl'e tenlptpd to examine the knot, and just 
See how it was made. Two or threp tilHes, already, she luul stoolwd 
over the box, and taken the knot between her tlnllub and forefinger, 
but without positively trying to undo it. 
"I really helieve," said 
he to herself, " that I begin to see how 
it was done. Nay, perhaps] eould tie it up ag'ain, after undoing 
it. There would he no hal'lll in that, surply. Eyen EpinwtlH-'us 
would not hlanle llle for that. I need 110t open the box, and should 
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not, of course, without the foolish boy's consent, eyen if the knot 
were untied." 
It Illig-ht have been better for Pandora if 
he had had a little 
work to do, or anything' to eniploy her mind upon, so as not to he 
so constantly thinking of this one subject. But children led so 
easy a life, before any Troubles cmne into the world, that thfl} had 
really a great deal too much leisure. They could not be forever 
playing at hide-and-sepk among the Rower-shrul}s, or at hlilld-ulan's- 
buff with garlands over their pyes, or at whatever other g':lmes had 
been found out, while l\lother Earth was in her babyhood. 'Vhell 
life is all sport, toil is the real play. There was absolutely nothing 
to do. A little sweeping' and dusting about the cottage, I suppose, 
and the gathering of fresh flowers (which were only too ahundant 
everywhere), and arranging' theill in vases, - and poor little Pan- 
dora's day's work was over. And then, for the rest of the day, 
there was the box! 
After all, I aIll 110t quite sure that the hox was not a blessing 
to her in its way. It supplied her with such a variety of ideas to 
think of, and to talk ahout, wllf'never she had anybody to listen! 
'Vhel1 she was in good-lnullor, she could admire the hrig'ht polish 
of its sides, and the rich border of beautiful faee::, and foliage that 
ran all arounù it. 01', if she chanceù to be ill-tenlpered, she could 
give it a push, 01' kick it with her naughty little foot. And Illany 
a kiek did the box - (but it was a misehievous hox, as we shall see, 
and deserved all it got) - Inany a kid
 did it receive. But, certain 
it is, if it had not been fur the bux, our active-nlÌnded little Pan- 
dora would not have known half so well how to spencl her tiIlle as 
she now did. 
For it was really an endless employnlent to guess what was in- 
side. 'Vhat could it be, indeed? Just inlagine, III y little hearers, 
how busy your wits would be, if there were a great box in the 
house, whi(.h, as you lllÌght have reason to suppose, contained some- 
thing new and pretty for your Chrisbnas 01' N ew- Y ear\; gifts. Do 
you think that JOu should be less (.urious than Pandora'? If you 
were left alone with tliP box, might you not feel a little tempted to 
lift the lid? But you would not do it. Oh, fie ! No, no! Only, 
if you thought the
'e were toys in it, it would be so very hard to let 
slip an opportunity of taking just one peel)! I know not whether 
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Pandora expected any toys; for none had yet begun to be Inade, 
probably, in those days, when the world itself was one great play- 
thing for the children that dwelt upon it. Rut Panùora was con. 
vinced that there was something very beautiful and valuable in the 
box; and therefore she felt just as anxiuus to take a peep as any of 
thesf--' little girls, hen- aruunù me, would have felt. And, pussibly, 
a little nlore bO; but of that I am not quite so certain. 
On this pal,ticular day, however, which we have so long beeu 
talking ahout, her curiosity grew so lUuch greater than it usually 
was, that, at last, she approadled the box. She was IHore thm 1 
half dt-'terlllined to upen it, if she cuuld. Ah, naughty Pandura ! 
First, however, she tl'ied to lift it. It was heaxy; quite too 
heavy for the slender strength of a child, like Pandora. She raised 
one end of the hox a few inches from the fluor, and let it fall again, 
with a pretty loud thump. A nlOment afh->rwards, she ahllost fan- 
cied that she heard sOlllt--'thing stir inside of the bux. She applied 
hm' eàr as closely as possible, and listened. Pusitively, thel'e did 
seeln to be a kind of stifled InurInlU, within! Or was it Illerely 
the singing' in Pandora's ears? Or could it be the beating of her 
heart? TIlt-' child ('ould not quite satisfy herself whether she 
had heard anything' or no. But, at all events, her curiosity was 
stronger than ever. 
As she drew back her head, her eyes fell upon the knot of guld 
cord. 
" It lllust have heen a very ingenious person who tied this knot," 
said Pandora to herself. "But I think I could untie it neverthe- 
less. I am resolved, at least, to find the two ends of the cord." 
So she took the golden knot in hel' fing'ers, and pried into its 
intricacies as sharply as she could. Almost without intending it, 
or quite knowing' what she was about, she was soon busily engaged 
in attempting to undo it. l\Ieanwhilp, the bright sunshine CaIne 
through diP upen window; as did likt--'wise the Inel'l'Y voices of tIlt-' 
children playing at a distance, and perhaps the voice uf Epimetheus 
aIllong' theIne Pandora stopped to listen. 'Vhat a beautiful day 
it was! 'V ould it not he wiser, if she wel'e to let the troublesome 
knot alone, and think no Inore about the box, but run and join her 
little playfellows, and he happy? 
All this tillIe, however, her fingers were half unconsciously Lusy 
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with the knot; and happening to glance at the Hower-wreathed 
fa
e un the lid uf the endlanted box, she seellwd to percei Yè it 
slyly gTinuing' at lwr. 
"That facè luuk
 very mi
'whievuu
," thuught Pandora. " I 
wonder whether it sll1Ïles because I <un doing' wrung! ] have tliP 
greatest utinù ill thp world to run away! " 
But just then, 1>y the nwrpst accident, she g'ave the knot a kinù 
of a twist, which produced a wonderful result. The gold cord un- 
twined itself, as if by nlagi
, anù left tlw box without a fastening. 
"This is the btrange
t thing I ever kllPw!" said Pandura. 
"'V hat will Epimetheus say? And how can I po
silJly tie it up 
again ? " 
She Iuade one or two attempts to l'psture the kuot, hut soon fuund 
it quite beyond her skill. It had disputaugled its('If su suddenly 
that she could not in the least relIlemher huw the strings had Leen 
doubled into OIle another; and when she tried to re
ollect the shape 
and appearan<,e of the knot, it seelued to have gone entirely out. of 
her luind. Nothing was to br done, tlwrpfore, hut to let the hox 
reluaill as it was until Epimetheus should conle in. 
"But," said Pandora, "when he finds the knot uutied, lw will 
know that I have done it. IIuw shall I make him Lelipve that I 
have not looked into the box? " 
And then the thoug'ht CaIne into her naughty little heart, that, 
siuee she would be suspected of ha viug looked into the hox, she 
nlig-ht just as well do so at onf'e. Oh, vpry naughty and vel'y fuulish 
Pandora! Yon should have thoug'ht unly uf duing' what was right 
and of leaxing undone what was wrong, and not of what your play- 
fellow EpÏInetheus would have said or believed. And so perhaps 
she Inight, if the enchanted {<tee on the lid uf the box had not 
looked so bewit<'hing'ly persuasive at her, and if she had nut seemed 
to hear, Inure distinctly than before, the lllurmUl' of slllall voices 
within. 
he could not tell whether it was fancy or no; but thme 
was quite a little hunult of whispers in her ear, - or else it was her 
curiosity that whisppre<l, - 
" Let us out, dear Pan dura, - pray let us out! 'Ve will be SI1('h 
nice pretty playfellows fUl' you! Only let us uut ! " 
"'Yhat ean it be?" thuught Pandora. "Is there 
ol1lething- 
alive in the box? Well! - yes! - I anI resolved to take just one 
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peep! Only one peep; and then the lid shall he shut down as 
saft'ly as ever! There cannot possibly be any harlll in just one 
little peep ! " 
But it is now tilue for u
 to See what Epillletheus was doing. 
This was the first tÏIlle, since his little playnmte had conle to dwell 
with hun, that he had attmupted to enjoy any pleasure in which she 
did not partake. But nothing went right; nor was he nearly so 


happy as on other clays. He could not find a sweet grape or a ripf\ 
fig (if Epimetheus had a fault, it was a little too nlllCh fondness 
for figs); or, if ripe at all, they were over-ripe, and so sweet as to 
be cloying. There wa
 no 111Ïrth in his heart, such as usually made 
his voice gush out, of its own aeeord, and swell the lllerriment of 
his cOlllpanions. In short, he grew bO unea
y and discontented, 
that the other children could not imagine what was the luatter with 
5 
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EpÎllletheus. Neither did he himself know -\vhat ailed hinl any bet.. 
tel' than they did. For you 11lUSt recollect that, at the tilHe we are 
speaking of, it was everyLody's nature, and constant habit, to be 
happy. The world had not yet learned to be otherwi
e. Not a 
single sonl or body, since these children were first sent to enjoy 
theillseives on the beautiful eal'th, had ever been sick or out of 
sorts. 
At length, discovering that, sOluehow or other, he put a stop to 
all the play, Epilllethens judged it best to go back to Pandora, who 
was in a hunlOr better suited to his own. But, with a hOl'e of giv- 
ing her pleasure, he gathered sonle flowers, and llulde thenl into a 
wreath, which he lueant to put upon her head. The flowers were 
very lovely, -roses, and lilies, and orange-blossOlns, and a great 
many in ore, which left a trail of fragrance behind, as Epinletheus 
carried thenl along; and tlw wreath was put together with as lunch 
skill as could reasonably be expected of a hoy. The fingers of lit- 
tle girls, it has always appeared to me, are the fittest to twine 
flower-wreaths; but hoys could do it, in those days, rather better 
than they can now. 
And here I must mention that a great black cloud hacl been 
gathering in the sky for sonle tinle past, although it had not yet 
overspread the sun. But, just as Epimetheus reaehed the cottage 
door, this cloud hegan to inten
ept the sunshine, and thus to nlake 
a sudden and sad obscurity. 
He entered softly; for he lneant, if possible, to steal hehind Pan- 
dora, and flinp; the wreath of flowers ovpr her head, bt-'fore she 
should be aw:ue of his approach. But, as it happened, therp was 
no need of his treading so yery lightly. lIe n1Íght have trod as 
heaxilyas he pleased, - as heavily as a grown man, - as heavily, 
I was going to say, as an elephant, 
 without Dluch IH'obahility of 
PandOl'a's hearing his footsteps. She was too intent upon her pur- 
pose. At the IIlOlnent of his entering th(' eottage, the naughty 
ehihl had put her hand to the lid, and was on the point of opening 
the luysterious box. Epillwtheus beheld her. If he had cried out, 
Pandura would pruLably have withdrawn her hand, and the fatal 
nlystery of the box nlÍght never have been known. 
But Epillletheus himself, although he said very little about it, 
had his own sluu'e of curiosity to knuw what was inside. Perceiv- 
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ing that Pandora was resohTed tu find out the secret, he deterlnined 
that hi
 playfellow should not be the only wise person in 
he cot- 
tage. And if there were anything pretty or valuable in the box, 
he nleant to take half of it to himself. Thus, after all his sag'e 
speeches to Pandora about restraining her curio
ity, Epillletheus 
turned out to be quite as foolish, and neady as llulCh in fault, as 
she. So, whenever we blaIlle Pandora for what happened, we 111Ust 
not forget to shake our heads at EpÏIlletheus likewise. 
A'd Pandora raised the lid, the cottag'e gTew very dark and dis- 
mal; for the blaek cloud had now swept quite over tilt--' sun, and 
seemed to have buried it alive. There had, for a little while past, 
been a low growling' and nulttering, which all at once broke into a 
heavy peal of thunder. But Pandora, heeding' nothing of all this, 
lifted the lid nearly upright, and looked inside. It seelued as if a 
sudden swarlll of wing'ed creatures brushed past her, taking flight 
out of the box, while, at the sanle instant, she heard the voice of 
Epinletheus, with a lmnentable tone, as if he were in pain. 
" Oh, I ml1 stung!" cried he. "I am stung' Naughty Pan- 
dOl'a! why have yon opened this wicked hox"? " 
Pandora let fall the lid, and, starting' up, looked about her, to 
see what had befallen Epiluetheus. The thunder - cloud had so 
darkened the rounl that she could not very dearly discern what was 
in it. But she heard a disagreeable buzzing, as if a great nlany 
huge flies, or gig'antic nlOsquitoes, or those insects which we call 
dol' - bugs, and pinching' - dogs, were darting ahout. l\nd, as her 
Byes grew 1l101'e aCl'ustOlued to the Ï111perfect light, she saw a crowd 
of ug'ly little shapes, with bats' wing's looking abuminably spiteful, 
and arllled with terribly long' stings in their tails. It was one of 
these that had stung Epimetheus. N or was it a gTeat while before 
Pandora herself began to scream, in no less pain and affright than 
her playfellow, and lllaking a vast dealll10re hubbub about ,it. An 
odious little monster had settled on her forehead
 and would have 
stung' her I know not how deeply, if Epinletheu
 had not run and 
brushed it away. 
Kow, if you wish to know what these ugly things might be, 
which had lllade their escape out of the hox, I must tell you that 
they were the whole fmllily of earthly Troubles. There were evil 
Passions; there were a gl'eat 11lallY species uf Cares; there Were 
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nlore than a hundred and fifty Sorrows; there were Diseases, in a 
vast nUluber of mi
erable and painful shapes; there were more 
kinds of Naug'htiness than it would be of any Ube to talk about. 
In short, everything' that has since afHicted the souls and budies uf 
lnankind had been shut up in the lnysterious box, and given to Epi- 
nletheus and Pandora to be kept safely, in order that the happy 
children of the world n1Ïght nevel' be lllOlested by them. Had they 
been faithful to their trust, all would ha ve gone well. No grown 
person would ever have heen sad, nor any child have had cause to 
shed a single tear, fronl that hour until this 1l10l1lent. 


, 


. , 


But - and you lllay see by this how a wrong act of anyone 11101'- 
tal is a cahunity to the whole world - by Pandora's lifting the lid 
of that nlÍserahle box, and hy the fault of Epimetheus, too, in not 
preventing' lwr, these Troubles have obtained a foothold among us, 
and do not seenl vf'ry likely to be driven away in a lllll'ry. For it 
was ilnpm;sihle, as you will easily guess, that the twu ehildren should 
keep the ug-Iy swarln in their own little cottage. On the contrary, 
the first thing' that they did was tu fling open the doors awl win- 
dows, in hopes of g'etting' rid of thelll; and, sure enough, away flew 
the winged TrouLlcs all aLroad, and so pestered and tormented 
the SIll all people, evel'ywlu-'re ahout, that none of thelll so nllu
h as 
slniled for lliany days afterwards. And, what was vel'y singular, 
all the flowers and dewy blossoms on em-th, not one of whieh had 
hitherto faded, now l)eg'an to thoop and shed their leaves, after a 
day or two. The children, moreover, who Lefure :seelHed inllHortal 
in their childhuud, now grew ulder, day by day, and Calne soon to 
be youths and llmidens, and Inen and women by and by, and aged 
people, before they dreamed of such a thing. 
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l\Ieltnwhile, the naughty Pandora, and hardly le
s naughty Epi- 
nletlH'US, remained in theil' eottage. Buth of thenl had been griev- 
ously stung, and were in a g'ood deal of pain, which 
eemed the 
lllore intolerable to thenl, because it was the yery first pain that had 
ever been felt since the world began. Of eourse, they were entirely 
UJ,lac('ustollled to it, and could have nu idea what it llleant. Be- 
sides all this, they were in exeeedingly bad humur, both with thelu- 
selves and with one another. In order to indulge it to the UÌ111ost, 
Epimetheus 
at down sullenly in a ('orner with his hack towards 
Pandora; while Pandora flung' herself upon the fluur and re
ted 
her head on the fatal and abominable Lox. She WaS crying bit- 
terly, and soLbing as if her heart would break. 
Su<ldenly there was a gentle little tap on the inside of the lid. 
" 'Vhat can that be ?" cried Pandora, lifting her head. 
But either EpiuwtllPUS had not heard the tap, ur was too nnwh 
out of hUlllor to noticf-' it. At any rate, he made no answer. 
"You are very unkind," 
aid Pandora, sobbing anew, "not to 
speak tu HIe ! " 
Ag'ain the tap! It sounded like the tiny}olu('kles of a fairy's 
hanù, knocking lig'htly and playfully on the inside of the box. 
"'VllO are you?" asked Pandora, with a littlp of her forlner 
euriosity. "'Vho are you, inside uf this naughty box? " 
A sweet little voiee spoke fronl within,- 
" Only lift the lid, and you shall see." 
" No, no," answered Pandora, ag'ain beg-inning' to sob; "I have 
had enoug'h of lifting the lid! You are inside of the box, naughty 
f'reature, awl there you shall stay! There are plenty of your ugly 
brothers and sisters already flying' about tlw world. You need 
neyer think that I shall be so fuolish as tu let you out! " 
She looked towards Epimethpus, as she spoke, perhaps expecting' 
that he would ('oll
nwnd her for her wisdom. But the sullen boy 
only luuttered that she was wise a little too late. 
" Ah," said the sweet little voice ag-ain, "you had nuwh better 
let IHe out. I mn not like those naughty creatures that have stings 
in their tails. They are no brothers and sisters of IHine, as YOlt 
would spp at once, if you were only to get a g'limpse of me. COllIe, 
COllle, my pl'etty Pandol'1t! I aIll sure you will let Ute out! " 
And, indeed, there was a kind of cheerful witchery in the tone, 
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that nmde it ahllost illlPossihle to refuse anything whi{"h this little 
voice asked. Pandora's heart had insensihly grown lighter at en
ry 
word that Caine from within the box. Epiuletheus, too, though 
still in the cornel', had turned half round, and seelned to be in 
rather better spirits than before. 
" 
Iy dear Epinwtheus," cried Pandora, "have you heard this 
little voice?" 
" Yes, to be sure I have," answered he, but ill no very guod-. 
humor as yet. " And what of it? " 
" Shall I lift the lid again?" asked Pandora. 
" Just as you please," said Epiluetheus. " You ha ve done so 
much u1ischief already, that perhaps you nIaY as well do a little 
nlore. One other Trouble, in such a swarm as you have set adrift 
about the world, can lllake no very great difference." 
" You lnight speak a little Ulore kindly!" Ulul'lllurecl Pandora, 
wiping' her eyes. 
" Ah, naug'hty lwy ! " cried the little voice within the box, in an 
arch and laughing' tone. "He knows he is longing to 
ee lHe. 
Come, nlY dear Pandora, lift up the lid. I anI in a great hurry to 
comfort you. Only let UIe have SOUle fresh ail', and you shall soon 
See that 111atters are not quite so disllw1 as yon think them! " 
"Epinletheus," exclailued Pandora, "come what lnay, I anI re- 
solved to open the hox ! " 
" And, as the lid seems very heavy," {'ried Epilnetheus, running 
across the room, " I will help you! " 
So, with one cunsent, the two children again lifted the lid. Out 
flew a f:lunny and sllliling little personage, and hovered about the 
room, tlll'owing' a light wherevel' she went. Ha ve you never made 
the sunshine dance into d.u'k COl'ners, by reflecting it frUIn a bit of 
looking-glass? 'VeIl, so looked the winged cheerfulness of this 
fairy-like stranger, mnid the gloOl11 of the cottage. She flew to 
Epimetlwus, and laid the least toueh of her finger on the inflalned 
spot where the Trouhle had stung him, and immediately the an- 
guish of it was gone. Then she kissed Pandora on the forehead, 
and her hurt was cured likewise. 
Aftel' perfol'luing these good offices, the hrig'ht strang'el' fluttered 
sportively over the children's heads, and looked so sweetly at theIn, 
that they both began to think it not so very much mniss to have 
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opened the box, since, otherwise, their cheery guest nlust have been 
kept a pri
oner alllong those naug'hty imps with sting's in their tails. 
"Pray, who are you, heautiful creature'?" inquired Pandora. 
"1 anI to he called Hope!" answered the sunshiny figure. 
r., .And because I am sllch a cheery little body, I was packed into 
the Lox, to Blake alllends to the hmllan 
l'ace for that swarIn of ugly Trouhles whidl 
was destined to be let loose mllong theIne 
Neyer fear! we shall do pretty well in spite 
of them all." 
" Your wings are culored like the raIU- 
bow !" exclainled Pandora. "How very 
beautiful ! " 
" Yes, they are like the rainhuw," said.. 
Hope, "because, g'lad as nlY nature is, I am 
partly nmde of tear
 as well as smiles." 
" And will you stay with us," asked Epi- 
metheus, " forever and ever? " 
"As long as you need me," said Hope, 
with her pleasant smile, - "and that will 
be as long as you live in the world, - I 
prOlnise uever to desert you. There nmy 
COllie times and seasons, now and then, wlwn 
you will think that] have utterly vanished. 
But again, and again, alHl again, when per- 
hap
 you least dreanl of it, you shall see 
the gliullner of my wings on the ceiling of 
your cottage. Yes, my dear childl'pn, and 
I know sonlPthing very good and beautiful 
that is to be g'iven you hereafter! " 
"Oh, tell us," they exclaiuied, -" tell us 
Ivhat it is ! " 
" Do uot ask l1le," replied Hope, putting her finger on her rosy 
mouth. " But do not despair, even if it should never happen while 
you live on this earth. Trust in IllY prOlnise, for it is true." 
" 'V e do trust you! " cried Epimetheus and Pandora, hoth in one 
breath. 
And so they did; and not only they, hut su has e\ eryhudy 
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trusted Hope, that has since been ali ,-e. And to tell you the truth, 
I cannot help being glad - (though, to be sure, it was an uneolll- 
lllonly naughty thing for her to do) - but I caullut help heing- g'lad 
that our foolish Pandora peeped into the box. No douht - no 
doubt - the Troubles are still flying about the world, and have in- 
crpased in nnlltitucle, l'ather than lesseIwd, and are a yery ugly set 
of imps, and ('arry most YPllOlllOUS stings in their tails. I have fpIt 
theul already, and expect to feel them Illore, as 1 grow ohler. But 
then that lovely and lightso1l1e little figure uf IIope! 'Vhat in 
the world could we do without her? Hope hpiritualizes the eètl'th ; 
llope lllakes it always new; and, even in the earth's hest and 
brig'htest aspect, lLope shows it to be only the shadow of an in- 
TInite bliss hereafter ! 



TANGLE'VOOD PLAY-ROOM. 


AFTEH TH]i; STORY. 


"PRDIROSE," askeel Eustace, pinching her ear, "how (10 you 
like IllY little Pandora? Don't you think her the exact picture of 
your
df ? But you would not have hesitated half so long- about 
opelling- the box." 
" Then I should have been well puni
hed for IllY naughtiness," 
retorted Pl'inll'ose, Slllartly; "for the first thing to pop out, after 
the lid was lifted, would have been 1\11'. Eustace Bright, in the 
shape of a Trouble." 
" Cousin Eustaee," said Sweet Fern, "did the box hold all the 
trouble that has ever COlne into the world?" 
"Every u1Ïte of it!" aw;wered Eustal'e. "This very snow- 
storIn, which has spoiled UlY 
kating, was packed up there." 
" And how big was the box?" asked Sweet Fern. 
" 'Vhy, perhaps three feet long," said Eustace, "two feet wiele, 
and two feet and a half hig-h." 
"Ah," said the child, "you are Inaking fun of llle, Cousin 
Eustace! I know there is not trouble enough in the world to fill 
sueh a great hox as that. As fOl' the snow-stornl, it is no trouble 
at all, but a plf'asure; so it pould not have been in the box," 
"Hear the child!" cried Prinll'ose, with an air of superiority. 
"How little he knows about the trouhles of this world! POOl' 
fellow! He will be wiser when he has 
een as nutCh of life as I 
have." 
So saying, she began to skip the rope. 
1\lealltime, the day was drawing' towards its close. Out of doors 
the scene cel'tainly looked dreary. There was a gray drift, far and 
wide, through the gathering twilight; the earth was as pathless as 
the ail'; and the bank of snow over the steps of the porch proved 
that nobody had entered or gone out for a g'ood Il1any hours past. 
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Had there heen only OIl(-' (.hild at the window of Tanglewood, gaz- 
ing' at this wintry prospe('t, it would perhap
 have made hilll ::;ad. 
But half a dozen children together, though they cannot q llite turn 
the world into a paradise, luay defy old 'Vinter and all his storms 
to put thenl out of spirits. Eustace Bright, llloreover, on the spur 
of the nlOlllent, invented several new kina
 of play, which kept 
thClll all in a roar of lucrrinlent till bedtilne, and served for the 
next storlllY day besides. 



THE THREE GOLDEN APPLES. 


TANGLE'VOOD FIRESIDE. 


INTUODUCTORY TO "THE THREE GOLDEN APPLES." 


THE snow - stonu lasted another day; but what becaIl1e of it 
afterwards, I cannot pUð:sibly inlagine. At any rate, it entirely 
cleared away during the night; and when the sun arose the next 
lllorning, it shone brig'htly down on as hleak a tract of hill-country, 
here in Berkshire, as could be seen anywhere in the world. The 
frust-work had so covered the window-panes that it was hardly pos- 
sible to get a glilllpse at the scenery outside. But, while waiting for 
breakfast, the slllall populace of Tanglewood had scratched peep- 
holes with their finger-nails, and saw with yast delight that -un- 
less it were OIW or two bare patches on a precipitous hill-side, or 
the gray effect of the snow, interlningled with the black pine forest 
- all nature was as white as a sheet. How exceedingly pleasant! 
And, to nlake it all the better, it was cold enough to nip one's nose 
short off! If people have but life enoug'h in tllPlll to hear it, there 
is nothing that so l'aises the spirits, and makes the blood 1'Ïpple and 
dance so nilllbly, like a brook down the slope of a hill, as a bright, 
hard frost. 
No sooner was breakfast over than the whole party, well nlumed 
in furs and woollens, floundered forth into tlH' lllidst of the snow. 
'Veil, what a day of frosty sport was this! They slid down hill 
into the valley, a hundred tillles, nobody knows how far; and, to 
Inake it all the merrier, upsetting their sledges, and tunlbling head 
over heels, quite as often as they CaIne safely to the hottOlll. And, 
once, Eustace Bright took Periwinkle, Sweet Fern, and Squash- 
Blossonl, on the sledg'e with hiln, by way of insuring' a safe passage; 
and down they went, full speed. But, behold, half-way down, the 
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sledge hit against a hidden ShllUP, and flung all four of its passen- 
gers into a heap; and, on gathering thenu;elves up, there was no 
little Squash-BlossOlll to be found! 'Vhy, what could have become 
of the child? And while they were wondering' and staring' ahout, 
up started Squash-BlossOln out of a 
mow-bank, with the reddest 
face you ever saw, and looking as if a larg'e scarlet flower had 
suddenly sprouted up in Iuidwinter. Then there was a great laugh. 
'Vhen they had grown tired of sliding down hill, Eustace bet the 
chihhen to digging a cave in the biggest snow-drift that they could 
find. Unluckily, just as it was cOlnpleted, and the l>arty had 
squeezed thenlsel\'es into the hollow, down CaIne the roof upon their 
heads, and buried every soul uf thell1 alive! The next moment, 
up popped all their little heads out of the ruins, and the tall stu- 
dent's head in the n1Ìdst 01 theIll, looking hoary and ,'enerable with 
the sllow-dust that had got anumg'st his hrown ('uris. And then, 
to punish Cousin Eustace for ad yising" thenl to dig such a hnnble- 
down cavern, the children attacked hilll in a body, awl so bepelted 
hilll with snowballs that he was fain to take to his heels. 
So he ran away, and went into the wuods, and thence to the lnar- 
gin of Shadow Brook, where he could IH'ar the streamlet gl'lllnbling" 
along', umler great over-hanging hanks of snow and ice, which 
would scarcely let it see the light of day. There were adamantine 
icieles glittering around all its little cascades. Thence he strolled 
to the shore of the lake, and beheld a white, unb"odden l>lain before 
him, stretching" frOlll his own feet to the foot of l\Ionument 1\Ioull- 
tain. ...
.Jl(,l, it heing now ahnost sunspt, Eustace thought that he 
luul never heheld anything so frt-'f;!l and beautiful as the scene. 
He was glad that the children were not with him; for their lively 
spirits awl tumble-about al'tivity would quitt' have chased away his 
hig-her and graver Blood, so that he would nlerely have heen ulerry 
(as he had alrea(ly lwen, the whole day long), and would not ha ye 
known the loveliness of the winter suns(-'t alllong the hills. 
'Vhen the sun was fairly down, our friend Eustaee went hOlne to 
eat his snpper. After the nlCal was over, he hetook himself to the 
study, with a purpose, I rather inlagine, to write an ode, or two or 
three sonuets, or verSPH of some kiud or other, in praisp of the 
purple and golden clouds which he had seen around the setting sun. 
But, before he had hallllllerf'd out the very first rhynle, the door 
opened, and Prinl1'u
e and Periwinkle nUtde their appearance. 
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" Go away, ehil<lrpn! I can't hp trou1led with yon now!" cI'ied 
the student, looking oyer his 
houlder, with the pen lwtween his 
fing'ers. "\Vhat in the world do you want here? I thought yon 
were all in bed! " 
"Hear him, Periwinkle, trying to talk like a grown Juan!" said 
Primrose. "Awl he spems to forget that 1 aln now thirteen years 
old, and nlaY sit up almost as late as I please. But, Cousin Eustaee, 
you I1lust put off yonr airs, and cmne with us to the drawing-roOln. 
The chilùren have talked so nnwh a10ut your stories, that lIlY father 
wishes to heal' one of tllPm, in order to judge whether they are 
likely to do any misehief." 
"Poh, poh, Primrose!" exclailned the 
tudent, l'ather \"expd. 
"I don't believe 1 can tell one of my stories in the presenep of 
grown people. Besides, your father is a classical scholar; not 
that I anI HutCh afraid of his s(.holarship, neither, for 1 doubt not 
it is as rusty as an old case-knife by this tinle. But then he will he 
sure to quarrel with the a(hnirable nonsense that I put into these 
storie
, out of my own head, and whieh lllake
 the great eharlll of 
the Inatter for children, like yourself. No Ulan of fifty, who has 
read the classical Inyths in his youth, can possibly understand Iny 
lllPrit as a reinventor and improYN' of them." 
"All this lllay lw vpry true," said Primrose, "hut ('ome yon 
lliust ! 1\1 y fatlwr will not oppn his hook, nor will llla1nllla open 
the piano, till you have given ns 
Ollle of your nonspnse, as you 
very correctly call it. So be a good hoy, and COllIe along." 
'Vhatevpr he might pretend, the student was rather glad than 
otherwisp, on second thought.;;, to cat(.h at the opportunity of proy- 
ing' to 1\11'. Pring-It' what an exepllput faeulty h(' had in lllodernizing' 
the Inyths of ancient times. 1J ntil twenty years of ag'e, a young 
Ulan Ilmy, indeed, be rather hashful a10ut showing hi
 poetry and 
his prose; hut, for all that, he is pretty apt to think that these '
el'Y' 
produetions would pla('e him at tlw tiptop of literature, if once they 
could l)e known. A(.('ordillgly, without 111u('h Hlore resistalwe, EllS- 
tact' sufferecl Priull'osP and Periwinkh.. to drag hinl into the draw- 
Ing-l'OOln. 
It was a large, handsome apartInent, with a senlicircular window 
at one Pl1(l, in the reepss of which stood a marble copy of Green- 
ough's Angel awl Child. On one side of the fil'eplaee there were 
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lllany shelves of 1ooks, gravely but riehly bound. The white light 
of the astral-Imnp, and the red glow uf the 1right eoal-firp, made 
the rOOlll brilliant and cheerful; and before the fhe, in ë:t deep arnl- 
chair, sat 1\11'. Pringlf', looking just fit to he seated in such a chair 
and in such a 1'00111. IIp was a tall aud quite a handsOlne gentle- 
nIan, with a bald 1row; and was always so uieely dressed, that even 
Eustace Bright never liked to enter his presence without at least 
pausing at the threshold to settle his shirt-collar. But now, as 
PrÏlm'ose had hold of one of his hauds, and Periwinkle of the other, 
he was foreed to luake his appearanee with a rough-[lIHI-tumhle sort 
of look, as if he had 1een rolling all day in a snow-bank. And so 
he had. 

lr. Pringle turned towards the student benignly enough, but in 
a way that made hilll feel how unc01ubecl and unhrushed he was, 
and how uncOl11bed and u1l1rushed, likewise, were his ulind and 
thoughts. 
" Eustace," said 1\11'. Pringle, with a smile, "I find that you are 
produeillg a great ðensation mnong the little pu1lic of Tanglewood, 
by the exercise of your g'ifts of narrative. Prllllrose here, as the 
little folks chom,e to ('all her, and the rest of the ehildren, have 
been so loud in praise of your stories, that 1\lrs. Priugle and luyself 
are really curious to hear a speeimen. It would 1e so lllueh the 
lnore gratifying' tu luyself, as the 
tories appear to be an attempt to 
render the fables of classieal antiquity iuto the idi0111 of luodprn 
fancy and feeling. At least, so I judge frOlU a. few of the inci- 
dents whieh have conle to me at second hand." 
" You are not exactly thp auditor that 1 811Oul<1 have chosen, hir," 
obsprved the student, " for fantasies of this nature." 
" Possibly not," replied Mr. Pringle. " I suspect, however, that 
a young author's Inost useful critic is precisely th(. one whOln he 
woula he least apt to ('hoose. Pray ohlige lne, therefore." 
" Sympathy, Inethinks, should have some litth
 share in the crit- 
ic's qualifieations," nnumured Eustace Bright. " However, sir, if 
you wi}] find patience, I will find stories. But he kind enoug'h to 
remember that I aIll addressing' InYHplf to the imagination and SYIU- 
pathips of the children, not to yonI' own." 
A('cordin
!;ly, the student snatched hold of the first theIne which 
presented itHelf. It was sugg'ested by a plate of apples that he hap- 
pened to spy on the mantel-piece. 



DID you ever hear of the golden apples, that 
grew in tlw garden of tlH--' Hpsperides? Ah, 
those were sueh apples as would bring a great 
price, by the hushel, if any of them could be 
found growing in the orchards of nowadays! 
But there is not, I suppose, a graft of that won
 
derful fruit on a sing'le tree in the wide world. 
Not so nUlCh as a seed of those apples exists 
any longer. 
And, even in tllP old, old, half-forgottpn tiines, lwfore the garden 
of the IIesperides was overrun with weeds, a g'l'eat many people 
doubted whether there could be real trees that bore apples of solid 
gold upon their branehes. All had heard of thein, but nobody re- 
nleillbered to have seen any. Children, nevertheless, used to listen, 
o}wn-nlouthed, to stories of the golden apple-tree, and I>esolyed to 
diseover it, when they should be big (>n(Hlgh. Adventurous young 
nlen, who desired to do a braver thing than any of their fellows, 
set out in quest of this fruit. l\lany of thelll returned no more; 
none of thelll hrought back the apples. No wonder that they 
found it illlPossihle to gather thelll ! It is said that there was a 
dragon beneath the tree, with a hundred terrible heads, fifty of 
whidl were always on the wateh, while the otllPl' fifty slept. 
In IllY opinion it was hardly worth running so lllllCh risk for the 
sake of a solid golden apple. Had the apples been sweet, luellow, 
and juicy, inrleed that would be another Illatter. There Inight then 
have been some sense in trying to get at thenl, in spite of the hun- 
dred-headed dragon. 
But, as I have already told you, it was quite a conunon thing 
with young persons, when tired of too IUllch peace and rest, to go 
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in search of the garden of the Hesperidps. And once the adven- 
ture was undertaken by a heru whu had enjoyed very little peace or 
rest since he canle into the world. At the tinle of which T aln 
going to speak, he was wandering through the 1) leas ant land of 
Italy, with a Illighty club in his hand, and a bow and quiver slung 
across his shoulders. He was wrapt in the skin of the higg'est and 
fiercest lion that e"er had heen seen, and whieh he hinu;elf had 
killed; and though, on the whole, he was kind, and generous, and 
noble, there was a good deal of the lion's fiercenf'ss in his heart. 
As he went on his way, he continually inquired whether that were 
the right road to the f<Ullow; g'arden. But none of the f'ountry 
people knew anything about the matter, and Iuany looked as if 
they would have laug'hed at the question, if the stranger had not 
carried so very hig a club. 
So he journeye(l on and on, still nwláng' the saIne inquiry, until, 
at last, he ('ame to the brink of a rin'I' wh('re some heautiful young 
WOHH'n sat twining' wreaths of flowers. 
"Can yon tell Ine, pretty maidens," asked the stranger, " whetlll'r 
this is the right way to the garden of the IIesperides ?" 
The young WOUlen hac! heen having a tine tune together, weaving 
the flowers into wreaths, and crowning Oil(' another's heads. And 
there seelned to be a kind of Iuag-ic in the touch of their fingers, 
that Inade the flowers Inore fresh and dewy, awl of hrighter hues, 
and sweeter fragrance, while they played with theIn, than even 
when they had been growing on their native stems. But, on hear- 
ing the stranger's question, they dropped all their Rowers on the 
grass, and gazed at him with astonishment. 
"The garden of tlH-' IIesperides!" l'ried one. " 'Ve thought 
mortals had been w(--'ary of seeláng it, after so Inany disappoint- 
ments. And pray, adventurous traveller, what do you want there?" 
" A certain king, who is Iny C'ousin," replied he, "has ord('reù 
UlC to get hnn three of the goldt'n apples." 
"l\lost of the young men who go in quest of the:se apple::;," 
observed another of the damsels, " desire to obtain theln for theIu- 
selves, or to present theln to SOlue fair Iuaiden WhOlll they love. Do 
you, then, love this king', your cousin, so very 11ll1Ch ? " 
"Perhaps not," l'eplipd the stranger, sig'hing. "He has often 
been sever
 and crnel to Ine. But it is IllY destiny to obey hilll." 
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"Anù do you know," askpd the dmusel who had first spokpn, 
"that a terrible dra
oll, with a hundred heads, keeps watch unùer 
the golden apple-tree'? " 
"I know it well," answered the stranger, cahllly. " But, from 
IllY cradle upwards, it has been IllY husiness, and ahnost my pas- 
tilne, to deal with serpents and dragons." 
The young- wome11 looked at his llmssive dub, and at the shaggy 
lion's skin whieh he wore, and likewise at his heroic lnllbs and 
figure; and they whispered to each 
other that the strang'er appeared to 
be one who lllight reasonably expect 


(
 


to perforlll deeds far heyond the lllight of otlwr 111('11. But, tlwn, 
the drag;on with a hunch-eel heads! 'Vlmt lllortal, even if he pos- 
sessed a hundre(l lives, eouhl hope to eseape the fangs of sueh a 
11lollstel' ? So kind-hearted were the 111aidens, that they could not 
bear to see this brave and handsOllle traveller attelnpt what was so 
very dangerous, and devote hil11self, most pl'ohahly, to hecome a 
lneal for the (!rag'on's hundred ravenous nlOutlu.;. 
"Go back," cried they all, -" go haek to your own hOllH-'! 
Y uur lllother, beholding you safe and suund, will shed tears uf 
joy; and what can she do nlOre, should you win ever so great a 
victory? No nmtter for the golden' apples! No nmtter for the 
king, your cruel cousin! 'Ve do not wish the dragon with tIlt;, 
hundred heads to eat you up ! " 
The stranger seeuled to grow inlpatiellt at these renlonstranl'es. 
lIe carelessly lifted his mighty club, and let it fall upon a I'uck that 
6 
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lay half huriecl in the earth, near by. 'Vith the force of that idle 
blow, the great rod\: was shattered all to pieces. It cost the stran- 
ger no Inore effort to achieve this feat of a giant's strength than 
for one of the YOllng nlaidew; to touch her sister's rosy cheek with 
a flower. 
"Do you not helieve," said he, looking' at the daIllsels with a 
sluile, "that sueh a blow would have crashed one of the drao'on's 
b 
hundred heads? " 
Then he sat down on the grass, and told thelll the story of his 
life, or as nUlCh of it as he could rel1Ielllber, from the day when he 
was first cradled in a war Q 
l'ior's bl'azen shield. 'Yhile 
he lay there, two inllnense 
ser l )ents canlE' (),Iid ill 0' o\'er 
b b 
the floor, and opened tlwir 
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 had kIlled a huge hon, ahllost 
. as big- as the one whose vast 
and sha(J'O'V hide he now wore U p on his sholllrlers. The next thing 
hb
 
that he had done was to fig'ht a battle with an ugly sort of lllOnst('r, 
called a hydra, which had no less than nine heads, and exceedingly 
sharp tef'th in everyone. 
"Rut the dragon of the IIesperides, you know," observed one of 
the dalllsels, "has a h unch-ed heads! " 
" Nevertheless," replied the strang'er, "I would rather fig'ht two 
such dl'ao'ons than a sin o-Ie h y dra. For , as fast as I cut off a head, 
b b ' 
two others grew in its place; and, besides, there was one of the 
heads that coulclnot possibly be killed, but kept biting" as fiercely 
as ever 10nO' after it was cut off. So I was forced to bur y it un- 
, b . 
del' a stone, where it is doubtless alive to this very day. But the 
hydra's body, and its eight other heads, will never do any further 
lllischief. " 
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The damsels, judging that the story was likely to last a good 
while, had hepn preparing a repast of bread and g'l'apes, that the 
stranger might refresh hiulself in the intervals uf his talk. They 
touk pleasure in helping him to this simple food; and, now and 
then, one of thelll would put a sweet grape between her rosy lips, 
lest it should nmke him hashful to eat alone. 
The travpllp1' proeeeded to tell how he had chased a very swift 
stag, for a tw(:'l vemullth together, without ever stopping to take 
breath, and had at last caught it by the antlers, and carried it hOlHe 
alive. And he had foug'ht with a very odd race of people, half 
horses and half llWll, and had put thenl all to death, frOlll a sense 
of duty, in o1'(lp1' that their ugly figures n1Ïght never be seen any 
IHOl'e. Besides all this, he took to himself great credit for having 
cleaned out a stable. 
" Do you call that a wonderful exploit? " asked one of the young 
Inaidells, with a slnile. "Any clown in this country has done as 
mu('h ! " 
"JIml it hpen an ordinary stable," replied the stranger, "I 
should not have 11lentioned it. But this was so gigantic a task 
that it would have taken IHe all my life to perfol'ln it, if I had not 
luckily thought of turning the channel of a river through the 
stahle-door. That did the husiness in a very short tilHe ! " 
Seping how earnestly his fair auditors listened, he next told theln 
how he had shot sunle Illunstruus birds, and had caught a wild bull 
alive and let him go again, and had tmned a nUlllber of very wild 
horses, and had conquered Hippolyta, the warlike queen of the 
Anmzons. He Inentioned, likewise, that he had taken off Hippo- 
lyta's enchanted girdle, and had given it to the daughter of his 
cuusin, the king. 
"'Vas it the girdle of Venus," inquired the prettiest of the datn- 
sels, " which Inakes WOlnen beautiful?" 
"No," answered the stranger. "It had formerly been the sword- 
belt of lVIars; and it can only make the wearer valiant and coura- 
" 
geous. 
"An old sword - belt!" cried the danlsel, tossing her head. 
"Then I should not care abàut havinO' it! " 
o 
"Y ou are right," said the stranger. 
Going on with his wonderful narrative, he inforlned the Inaidens 
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that as strange an adventure as evt->r happened was when he fought 
with Geryoll, the six-legged lnan. This was a very udd and fright- 
flù sort of fig'ure, as you 11lay well believe. Any person, luuking at 
his tracks in the sand or snow, would suppose that three suciable 
cOlupanions had been walking along together. On hearing his 
footsteps at a little distance, it was no Illore than reasonahle to 
judge that several people Illust be cOIuing. But it was only the 
strange nlan Geryon dattering onward, with his six legs! 
Six legs, and one gigantic body! Certainly, he 11lUSt have been 
a very queer monster to look at; and, Iny stars, what a waste of 
shoe-It->athel' ! 
'Vhen the stranger had finished tliP story of his adventures, he 
looked around at the attentive faces of the maidens. 
" Perhaps you may have heard of Ule befure," said he, 1110destly. 
" 1\1 y nallle is IIercules ! " 
" 'Ve had already guessed it," replied the llutidens; "for your 
wonderful deeds are known all over the wor.1<1. 'Ve do not think 
it strange, any longer, that you should set out in quest of the 
golden apples uf the Hesperides. Conle, sisters, let LlS crown the 
hero with flowers! " 
Then they flung heautiful wreaths over his stately head and 
luighty shoulders, so that the lion's skin was almost entirely covered 
with roses. They took possession of his' ponderous club, and so en- 
twined it about with the brightest, softest, and most fragrant blos- 
sonlS, that not a finger's breadth uf its oaken suhstance could be 
seen. It looked all like 'a, huge Lunch of flowers. Lastly, they 
joined hands, and danced aroluul hinl, ('hallting words which be- 
canlP poetry of tlwir own accord, and grew into a choral song, in 
honor of the illustrious Hercules. 
And Hercules was rejoiced, as any other hero would lutye he ell, 
to know that these fair young girls had heard of tlll' valiant def'ds 
which it had cost him so luuch toil and danger to achieve. But, 
still, he was not satisfied. TIp could not think that what IH' had 
already done was worthy of so lnuch honor, while there renlained 
any bold or difficult adventure to be undertaken. 
" Deal' llmidens," said he, when they paused to take breath, " now 
that yon know IllY lUulle, will you not tell llle huw I mll to reach 
the garden of the Hesp
rides ? " 


/ 
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" Ah! l1UISt you go so soon?" they exdailned. " You - that 
have perforllied so llUtny wonders, and spent such a toilsOllle life- 
cannot you content yourself to repuse a little while on the marg'in 
of this pf-'aceful river "I " 
Her('ules shook his head. 
" I lllust depart now," ::,aid he. 
" 'Ve will then give yon the Lest directions we can," replied the 
damsels. "You must go to tIlt' sf-'a-shore, and find out the Old 
OllP, and compel hinl to inform you whert' tIlt' g'oldt'u apples are to 
be found." 
"The Old Une! " repeated Hercules, laughing at this odd llaIlle. 
" And, pray, who lnay the Old One be ? " 
"'Vhy, the Old l\Ian of the Dea, to he surf-' ! " answered one of 
the damst'Is. " IIf' has fifty daug'htel's, whom some people call yery 
heautiful; hut we do not think it propel' to he acquaintf-'d with 
tlwul, ht'cause th
y have sea-green hair, and taper away like th;hes. 
You must talk with this Olll 
\:'[an of the Sea. He is a sea-faring 
pf-'l'SOU, and knows all ahout the garden of the lIesperides; for it is 
situat<.d iu an isIancl whidl he is often in the hahit of visiting." 
Jlpr(.ules then asked wht'l't'aLouts the Old One was most ,likply 
to be lllet with. 'Vlwn the daIllsels had informed hinl, he thanked 
them for all their kindness,.- for the bread and grapes with which 
they had fed hinl, the lovely flowers with which tIwy had crownpd 
him, and the song's aIHI dalH.es wherewith they had done him honor, 
- and lIP thaulu-,d tlwUl, most of all, for tplling him the rig'hi way, 
- and inHllediately set forth upon his journey. 
But, before he was out of hearing, one of the maidens callt-'d 
after hinl. 
"Kf-'ep fast hold of the Old One, when you catch hilll!" cried 
sht-', smiling', and lifting> her fillg'er to nlake the caution I1l0re im- 
In-essiyt'. "Do not be astouished at anything' that Inay happpn. 
Ouly hold him fast, and he will tell you what you wish to InlOw." 
IIercules again thanked her, and IHIrsllt-'d his way. while the 
mai(lens resunwd their pleasant lahor of luaking flower - wreaths. 
They'talked ahout the hero long' aftpr he was g'one. 
,,, 'V p will ('rown hilll with the lovelit-'st of our g>arlands," saitI 
they, "when lw returns hither with tht-' three g'olden apples, after 
slaying the dragon with a hundred heatl8." 
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l\ieanwhile, Herc\ùes travelled eonstantly onward, over hill and 
dale, and through the solitary woods. 
onletinlel:i he 
wnng his 
club aloft, and splintered a n1Ïghty oak with a downright blow. 
His mind was so full of the giants awl monsters with WhOlll it was 
the business of hi
 liff' to fight, that perhaps he n1Ïstook the gTeat 
tree for a giant or a lllonster. And so eag'er was I [pl'f'ulf'S to 
achieve what he had undertaken, that he ahllost regrptted to have 
spent so luuch tilHe with the dmllsels, wasting idle breath upon the 
story of his adventures. But thus it always is with persons who 
are destined to perfornl great things. 'Vhat they have already 
done seenlS less than nothing. 'Vhat they have taken in hand to 
do seenlS worth toil, dang'er, and life itself. 
Persons who happened to be }Jassillg through the forest lllust 
have been affrighted to see hinl sn1Íte the trees with his gTeat club. 
'Vith but a singlf' blow, the trunk was riven as by tlw stroke of 
lightning', and the broad boughs came rustling and crashing' down. 
Hastening forward, withuut ever pausing or looking behind, he 
by and by heard the sea roaring at a distance. At this sound, he 
increased his speed, and soon callIe to a heach, where the great 
surf-waves Ìlllnbled themselves upon the hard sand, in a long line 
of snowy fOaIH. At OlW pntI of tlw beach, however, there was a 
pleasant spot, where sonle green shrubhery clmllbered up a cliff, 
lllaking its l'ocky faee luok soft and beautiful. A carpet of verdant 
gra!j:;, largely intermixed with sweet-snlelling' clover, covered the 
narrow space between the hottOlll of the cliff and the sea. And 
what shoula IIercules espy there hut an old man, fast aslepp ! 
But was it really and truly an old man? Certainly, at first 
sight, it looked very like une; but on closer inspedion, it rather 
seemed to be SUlne kind of a creature that live(l in the sea. For 
on his legs and arlllS there were seales, sueh as TIshes have; he was 
weh-fooh-'a awl weh-fing'ered, after the fa:.;}1Ïon of a duck; and his 
lono' beard , heino' of a o'reenish tino'e , had more the a l ) l )earance of 
b 
 b n 
a tuft of sea-weed than of an ordinary beard. IIaye yon never 
seflll a stick of tim her, that has heen long tossf'd a hont by the 
waves, and has got all ovel'f
r()wn with barnacles, and, at last drift- 
ing ashore, scpms to have heen thrown up frOlll the very deepest 
bottom of the sea. 'V pII, the old nuHI would lutye put yon in IHilld 
of ju
t such a wave-tost spar! But Hercules, the instant he set 
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eyes on this strauge figtue, was convinced that it could be no other 
than the Old One, who was to direct hiln on his way. 
Yes, it was the self-saIne Old l\Ian of the Sea whonl the hospita- 
ble luaidens had talked to hinl ahout. Thanking his stars for the 
lucky accident of finding the old fellow asleep, Hercules stole on 
tiptoe towards him, and caug-ht hill1 by the arn1 and leg. 
" Tell me," cried he, before the Old One was well awake, "which 
is the way to the gard.en of the IIesperides?" 
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As you may easily Ï1nagine, the Old l\lan of the Sea awoke in a 
fright. But his astonislullent could hanDy have heen greater than 
was that of Hercules, the next Inoment. For, all of a sudden, the 
Old One seemed to disappear out of his grasp, and he found hinl- 
self holding a stag by the fore and hind leg! But still he kept 
fast hold. Then the stag disappeared, and in its stead there was a 
sea-bird, fluttering and screaIuing, while Her('uJes clutched it by 
the wing and claw! But the bird could not get away. Iuulledi- 
ately afterwards, there was an ug-Iy thrf'e - headed dog, which 
growled and barked at IIercules, and snapped fiercely at the hands 
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by which h
 held hilll! But Hercules would not let hinl go. In 
anotlwr n1Ïnute, instead of the threp-headed dog, what should ap- 
pear but G
ryon) the six-legged mêln-Illonster, ki
king at IIel'C"ules 
with five of his legs, in order to get the relnaining one at liberty! 
But IIercules held OIl. By and hy, no Geryon was there, but a 
huge snake, like one of those which Her
ules had strangled in his 
babyhood, only a hundred times as big; and it twisted and twined 
about the hero's neck and body, and threw its tail high into the air, 
and opened its deadly jaws as if to devour hinl outright; so that it 
was really a very terrible spectacle! But Hercules was no whit 
disheartened, and squeezed the great snake so tightly that he soon 
began to hiss with pain. 
You 11lUSt ullllel'stand that tlH:' Old l\Iall of the Sea, though he 
generally luoked so nlu
h like the wave-beaten Jigure-head of a ves- 
sel, had the power of assluning any shal)e he pleased. 'Vhen he 
found hilllself so l'(mghly seizp<l by IIerC"ules, he had heen in hopes 
of putting hinl into sueh surprise and terror, by these lllagical trans- 
fornmtions, that the hero would be glad to let hinl go. If Hercules 
had relaxed his grasp, the Old One would certainly have plunged 
down to the very bott0111 of the sea, whence he would not soon have 
given hil11self the trouble of cOIning up, in order to answer any im- 
pertinent qllPstions. Ninety-nine people out of a hundred, I sup- 
pose, would have l)een frightened out of their wits by tlw very first 
of his ugly shapes, and would havp taken to their heels at once. 
For, one uf the hardest things in this world is, to see the difference 
between real dangers and imaginary ones. 
But, as Her('ules hel(l 011 so stubbornly, and only squeezed the 
Old One so llluch the tighter at every ehang'e of shape, and really 
put hinl to no sillall torture, he finally thought it best to reappear 
in his own figure. So there he was again, a fishy, scaly, web-footed 
sort of personage, with smnethillg like a tuft of sea-weed at his 
chin. 
" Pray, what do you want with me? " cried the Old Une, as S00n 
as he could take hreath; for it is quite a tireso111e affair to go 
through so nmny false shapes. " 'Vhy do you squeeze lue so hard? 
Let me go, this 1110l11ent, or I shall begin to consider you an ex- 
trenwly uncivil person ! " 
" l\Iy llaIlle is .Hercules !" roared the mighty strang-ere "And 
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you will never get uut of nIY cluteh, until you b->ll llIe the nearest 
way to the g'ardcn of the lIe:-;perides ! " 
'Vhen the old fellow heard who it was that had caught hilll, he 
saw, with half an eye, that it would be neee
::;ary to tell hini every- 
thino' that he wanted to knuw. The Old One was an inhabitant of 
o 
the sea, you must recollect, and rOalued about everywhere, like other 
sea-faring' people. Of course, he had often heard of the fanle of 
IIercule
, and of the wonderful thing's that he was constantly per- 
forming, in various parts of tlH-' earth, and how deterlllined he 
always was to a.C'cOluplish whatever he undertook. lIe therefore 
nl<ule no nlOre attempts to escape, but told the hero how to find the 
garden of the IIesperides, and likewise warned hinl of nlany diffi- 
culties which must be o,'pr('Ollle, hefore liP could arrive thither. 
" You Blust go on, thus and tIllIS," 
aid the Old l\Ian of the Sea, 
after taking the poiuts of tllt' compass, "till you COllle in 
ight of 
a very tall giant, who hulds the sky on his shoulders. And the 
giant, if he happens to be in the humor, will tell you exactly where 
thp garden of the Hesperides lies." 
" And if the giant happens not to he in the lUlluor," remarked 
Herculès, balaneillg his duh on the tip of his finger, "perhaps I 
I shall find Iueans to persuade hilll ! " 
Thanking the Uld l\Ian of the Sea, and begging his pardon for 
having squeezed hilli 
o roughly, the hero resunled his journey. 
He Iuet with a great nlany strange adventures, whidl would be well 
worth your hearing, if I had leisure to narrate thenl as Illinutely as 
they dpsprve. 
It was in this journpy, if I mistake not, that liP encountered a 
prodigious giant, who was so wonderfully contrived by nature, that, 
every tillll' he touched the earth, he becaulC ten tilues as strong 
as ever he had been before. IIis name was Antæus. You lllay 
see, plainly enoug'h, that it was a very diflieult husiness to fight 
with such a fellow: for, as often as he got a knuek-down blow, up 
he started again, strong'er, fÌereer, and abler to use his weapons, 
than if his enelny had let him alone. Thus, the harder IIercules 
pounded the giant with his club, the further he seeilled frOill win- 
ning the victory. I have s()
netillles argucd with such people, but 
never fought with one. The only way in which Her("ules found it 
possible to finish the battle was by lifting Antæus off his feet into 
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the air, and sq lleezing, and squeezing, and squeezing him, until, 
finally, the strength was quite squeezed out uf his enormous hody. 
'Vhen this affair was finished, llercules continued his travels, and 
went to the land of Egypt, where he was taken prisoner, and would 
have heen put to death, if he had not slain the king of the country, 
and nmde his escape. Passing through the deserts of Africa, and 
going' as fast as he could, he arrived at last on thp shore of the 
great ocean. And here, unless he could walk on the crests of the 
billows, it seelned as if his journey lnust needs be at an end. 
Nothing' was hefore hiln, save the foaming, dashing, llleasureless 
ocean. But, suddpuly, as liP looked towards the horizon, he saw 
something, a great way oft, which he had not seen the mOlnent 
before. It gleamed very brightly, ahnost as you nmy haw> beheld 
the round, golden disk of the sun, when it rises 01' sets over the 
edge of the world. It pvidputly drew nearer; for, at every instant, 
this wondprful object becaIlle larger and Inore lustrous. At length, 
it had COlne so nigh that IIen'ules discovered it to be an imuwnsp 
cup or bowl, made either of gold or burnished brass. How it had 
got afloat upon tlw sea is lllore than I can tell you. There it was, 
at all events, rolling on the tUIllUltUOUS billows, which tossed it up 
and down, and heaved their fOaIny tOI)S against ih; sides, but with- 
out ever throwing their spray over the hrinl. 
" I have sePH lnany giants, in IllY tiIHe," thought Hercules, "but 
never one that would need to drink his wine out of a cup like this! " 
And, true enoug'h, what a CUI) it lllUSt have been! It was as 
large - as large - but, in short, I anI afraid to say how inuneasur- 
ahly large it was. To speak within bounds, it was ten times larger 
than a great lnill-whet-'l; aud, all of metal as it was, it floated over 
the heaving" surg'es Inure lightly than an acorn-cup adown the brook. 
The waves tumbled it onward, until it grazed against the shore, 
within a short distance of the spot where Ht-'rC'ules was standing. 
As soon as this happened, he knew what was to be done; for he 
had not o'oue throuo'h so llUlnv remarkable a(h entures without learn- 
b b 
 
ing pretty well how to conduct himself, whenever anything CaIne to 
pass a little out of the comllion rule. It was just as clear as day- 
light that this 11larvellous cup had been set adrift Ly somp unseen 
power, ana guided hitherward, in order to carry Hercules across the 
sea, on his way to the garden of the Ilesperides. Accordingly, 
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without a moment's delay, he clambered over the brim, and slid 
down on the inside, where, Rpreading out his lion's skin, he pro- 
ceeded to take a little repose. Hp had scarcely rested, until now, 
since he hadp farewell to the damsel::; on the nlargin of the river. 
TIH-' waves dashed, with a pleasant and ringing- suund, against the 
circluHference uf the hollow cup; it rocked lightly to and fro, and 
the nlotion was so soothing that it speedily rocked Hercules into an 
agreeahle shullhpr. 
lIiR nap luul probably laRtpd a good while, when the cup ehanced 
to graze against a rock, awl, in consequence, inulle.liately resounded 
and reverberated through its golden or brazen su1stance, a hundred 
times as loudly as ever you heard a church-bell. The noise awoke 
Hercules, who instantly started up and gazed around hiln, wonder- 
ing wherpahouts he was. He was not long in discovering that the 
cup had floated across a great part of the sea, and was approaching' 
the shure of what seen1ed to be an island. And, un that island, 
what dù you think he saw? 
No; you will never guess it, not if you were to try fifty thousand 
timeR! It pORitively appears to HIe that this was the 11l0Rt marvel- 
lous spectacle that had ever been seen by IIprcules, in the whole 
conrse of his wonderful travels and adventures. It was a greater 
Illarvel than the hydra with nine heads, which kept growing twice 
as fast as they werp cut off; greater than the six-legged nlan- 
nlonster; greater than Antæus; grpater than anything that was 
ever beheld by anyLody, hefore or since the days of Ilercules, or 
than anything that l'pmains to be beheld, by travellers in all tilHe 
to come. It was a giant ! 
But snch an intolerably big giant! A giant as tall as a nloun- 
tain; so vast a giant, that the clouds rested about his nlidst like a 
girdle, and hung like a hoary heard fronl his chin, ana flitted be- 
fore his huge eyes, so that he could neither see Hercules nor tIIP 
golden cup in which he was voyaging. And, I110St wonderful of 
all, the giant held up his great hands and appeared to support tlw 
sky, which, so far as Hercules cuuld discern through the clouds, 
was resting upon his head ! This does really seenl ahllost too much 
to believe. 
1\leanwhile, the bright cup continued to float onward, an(l finally 
touched the strand. Just then a breeze wafted away the clouds 
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frum before the giant's vi
age, and IIeréule
 beheld it, with all its 
enOl'UlOUS features; eyes eaeh of theln as big as yonder lake, a Hose 
a nlile long, and a lllouth of the sanIe width. It was a éountenance 
terrible frolll 
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for the g'arden of the Hesperides!" 
" 110 ! ho ! ho ! " roared the giant, in a fit of inllllense laughter. 
" That is a wise adventure, truly! " 
"And why not'?" cried Hercules, getting' a little angry at the 
giant's lllirth. " Do you think I mn afraid of the dragon with a 
II undred heads I " 


thundered b a e k the 
nearly or quite as loud 
"And 1 aUl seeking 
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Just at this tÏ1ne, while they were talking together, SOlne black 
clouds gathered about the giant's n1Ïddle, and burst into a trelnen- 
dous storln of thunder and lightning, cam;ing such a pother that 
llercules found it Ï1npos
ible to distinguish a word. Only the 
giant's inuueasurable legs were to Le :seen, 
tanding up into the 
oL:seurity of the ten1pest; and, now and then, a IllOnlentary glimpse 
of his whole figure, Inantled in a volulne of lllist. lIe seelned to be 
speaking, 1110st of the tune; hut his hig, deep, rough voi('e f'l1Ïmed 
in with the rever1H--'l'ations of the thunder-claps, and rolled away 
over the hills, like thelu. TIllIS, by talking' out of season, the fool- 
ish giant expended an Inl'alculaLle quantity uf hreath, to no pur 
l)U
e; for the thunder spoke quite as intelligibly as he. 
At last, the 
tornl swep1 over as suddeuly as it had conIe. And 
there again was the clear sky, and the weary giant holding it up, 
and tIll' pleasant sunshine beaming' over his vast heig'ht, and illu- 
minating it against the haekgTollnd uf the sullen thunder-clouds. 
Su far aLove the shower had been his head, that not a hair of it 
was Inoistenell by the rain-drops! 
'Vhen the giant could see IIercules still standing on the sea-shore, 
he roared out to hinl anew. 
"I am Atlas, the u1Ïghtiest giant in the world! And I hold the 
sky upon In) head! " 
"So I see," answered Hercules. "But, can you show nIe the 
way to the garden of the IIesperides?" 
" 'Vhat do you want there?" asked the giant. 
" I want three of the golden apples," shouted Hercules, "for Iny 
. tl ] . " 
cuusIn, Ie nng'. 
" There is nobody but 111yseIf," (illoth tIlt' giant, "that can go to 
the garden of the Hesperides, and gather the golden apples. If it 
were not for this little business of holding up the sky, I would Illake 
half a dozt'n steps al'ross the sea, and get them for you." 
" You are very kind," replied Ilercules. "And eannot you rest 
the sky upon a Inoulltain ? " 
" None of thel11 are quite high enoug'h," said Atlas, shaking' his 
head. "But, if yon were to take your stmHl on the summit of that 
nearest one, your head would be pn..tty llparly on a levpl with mine. 
Y Oll st'Pln to be a fellow of some strength. 'Yhat if you shoul(l 
take my burden on your shoulders, while I do Jour errand for 
you? " 
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Hercules, as you nlllst be careful to rmllmuLer, was a remarkably 
strong lllan; and though it certainly requires a great deal of IllUS- 
cular power to uphold the sky, yet, if any Illortal could be supposed 
capable of such an eXIJloit, he wa
 the one. Nevertheless, it seellled 
so difficult an undertaking, that, fOl' the first tillw in his life, he 
hesitated. 
" Is the sky very heavy?" he inquired. 
" 'Vhy, nut particularly so, at first," answered the giant, shrug- 
ging his shuulders. " But it gets to be a little burdensome, after a 
thousand years! " 
" And how long a tinIe," asked the hero, " will it take you to get 
the golden apples?" 
"Oh, that will be done in a few ffiOlnents," cried Atlas. " I 
shall take ten or fifteen miles at a stride, and be at the garden anù 
back again bpfore your shoulders begin to ache." 
" 'VeIl, then," answereù Hercules, "I will climb the Illoulltain 
behind you there, and relieve you of your burden." 
The truth is, Hercules had a kind heart of his own, and consid- 
ered that he should he doing the giant a favor, hy allowing- hinl 
this opportunity for a rmuhle. And, l}esides, he thought that it 
would be stilllllOre for his own glory, if he could boast of uphold- 
ing the sky, than Inerely to do so ordinary a thing as to cunquer a 
dragon with a hundred heads. Accordingly, without Illore words, 
the sky was shifted frOlll the shoulders of Atlas, and placed upon 
those of Hercules. 
'Vhen this was safely accOlllplished, the first thing that the giant 
did was to stretch himself; and you 11lay illlagine what a prudigious 
spectacle he was then. Next, he slowly lifted one of his feet out of 
the forest that had grown up around it; then, the other. Then, 
all at once, he bpg-an to capf-'r, and leap, and dancp, for joy at his 
freedOlll; flinging himself nobody knows how high into the air, 
and floundering' duwn again with êl shock that 11lade the earth 
trelllble. Then he laughed - Ho! ho! ho! - with a thunderous 
roar that was echoed fronl the mountains, far and near, as if they 
alHl the giant had been so lllany rejoieing brothers. 'Vhen his joy 
had a little subsided, he stepped into the sea; ten miles at the first 
stride, which brought hinl n1Ìdleg depp; and ten Iniles at the second, 
when the water came just above his knees; and ten 11liles nlore at 
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the third, hy which he was illllllersed nearly to his waist. This 
was the greatest depth of the 
ea. 
Hercules watched the giant, as he still went onward; for it was 
really a wonderful sight, this inllllense hUIllan forIll, more than 
thirty Iniles off, half hidden in the ocean, but with his upper half 
as tall, and n1Ïsty, and hlue, as a distant Illountain. At last tIll-' 
gigantic shape faded entirely uut of view. And now Hercules 
began to consider what he should do, in case Atlas should be 
drowned in the sea, or if he were to be stung to death by the 
dragon with the hundred heads, which guarded the golden apples 
of the Hesperides. If any sueh 111Ïsfortune wer
 to happen, how 
could he ever get rid of the sky? And, hy the by, its weight be- 
gan already to be a little irksOllle to his head and shoulders. 
" I really pity the poor giant," thought IIercules. "If it wearies 
nte so nutCh in ten lllinutes, how nlust it have wearied hUll in a 
thousand years! " 
o IllY sweet little people, you have no idea what a weight there 
was in that 
anle hlue 
ky, which looks so soft and aerial above our 
heads! And there, too, was the bluster of the wind, and the chill 
and watery clouds, and the blazing sun, all taking their turns to 
nmke Hercules uncomfortable! He began to be afraid that the 
giant would never come hack. He gazed wistfully at the world be- 
neath hinl, and acknowledged to himself that it was a far happier 
kind of life to be a shepherd at the foot of a Illountain, than to 
stand on its dizzy sununit, and bear up the firIl1aIllent with his 
Illight and Iuain. For, of course, as you will easily understand, 
Her('ules had an illllnense responsibility on his n1Ïnd, as well as a 
weight un his head and shoulders. 'Vhy, if he did not stand 
perfectly still, and keep the sky inllllovahle, the sun would perhaps 
be put ajar! Or, after nightfall, a great IllallY of the stars Illight 
be loosened from their places, and shower down, like fiery rain, 
upon the people's heads! And how ashmlled would the hero he, if, 
owing to his unsteadiness heneath its weight, the sky should crack, 
and show a great fissure quite across it ! 
I know not how long it was before, to his unspeakahle joy, he be- 
held the huge shape of the g:iant, like a cloud, on the fal>-off edge 
of the sea. At his nearer approach, Atlas held up his hand, in 
which IIercules could perceive three Inagnificent golden apI)les, as 
big as pluupkin::l, all hanging frulll one branch. 
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" I am glad to see you again," shoutpfl Hercules, when the giant 
was within hearing. " So you have got the golden apples?" 
"Certainly, eertainly," answered ...\.tlas; "and very fail' apples 
they are. I took the finest that grew on the tn'e, I assure you. 
Ah! it is a beautiful spot, that garden of the Hesperides. Yes; 
and the dragon with a hUlHlred hf'ads is a sight worth any man's 
seenlg. After all, you had better have gone for the apples your- 
self." 
" No lnatter," replied Hercules. " Yon have had a pleasant 
rmnble, and have done the busine
s as well as ] 
ould. I heartily 
thank you for your trouble. And now, as llmve a long way to go, 
and am rather in haste, - and as the king', IllY f'ousin, is anxious to 
rf'
eive the golden apples, - will yon be kind enollg'h to take the 
sky uff IHY shoulders again?" 
" 'Yhy, as to that," said thf' giant, ehudáng tilt' golden apples 
into the ail' twenty lniles hig'h, or thereabouts and catching thelll as 
they CallIe down, - "as to that, IllY good friend, I consider you 
a little unreasonable. Cannot I carry tllP golden apples to the 
king, your cousin, nllwh qui('kpr than you eould? As his luajesty 
is in su
h a hurry to get theIll, I prOlnise you tu tal{{--, my lungest 
stri(lt:
s. And, besides, I have no fancy for burdening lllyself with 
the sky, just now." 
Hf're Hercules grew impatient, and gave a great shrug of his 
should(-'rs. It being now twilig'ht, you might have seen two or 
threp stars tumhle out of their plaees. EveryLudy on earth looked 
upward in affright, thinking that the sky 111Ïg'ht be g'oing to fall 
next. 
" Oh, that will never do!" cried Giant Atlas, with a great roar 
of laug'hter. " I have not let fall so lllaUY stars within the last five 
centuries. By the tUlle you have !:,tood there as long as I did, you 
will begin to learn patience ! " 
" 'Vhat ! " shouted Hercules, Vf'ry wrathfully, " do you intend to 
lnake lne bear this burden forever? " 
" 'Ve will see ahout that, one uf these days," answered the 
giant. "At all events, you ought not to cOlllplain, if YOll have to 
hear it the next hundred years, or perhaps the next thousand. I 
bore it a good whilf-' longer, in spite of tlw ha('k-ache. \Vell, tlwn, 
after a thousanù years, if I happen tu feel in the lllOOd, we lllay 
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possihly shift ahout again. You are certainly a very strong nmn, 
and can never have a better opportunity to prove it. Pusterity will 
talk of you, I warrant it! " 
" Pish! a fig for its talk! " cried Hercules, with another hitch of 
his shoulders. " Just take the :;;ky upon your head one in
tant, 
will you? I want to nmke a cu
hion of IllY lion's skin, for the 
weight to rest upon. It really chafes Ule, and will cau
e unneces- 
sary inconvenience in so lllany centuries as I anl to stand here." 
"That's no lllore than fair, and I '11 do it!" quoth the giant; 
for he had no unkind feeling' towards Hercules, and was lllerely act- 
ing with a too selfish consideration of his own ease. "For just 
nvp minutes, then, I 'll take hack the sky. Only for five minutes, 
recollect! I have no idea of spending another thousand years as I 
spent the last. Variety is the spice of life, say I." 
Ah, the thick-witted old rogue of a giant! Ht' tlll'ew down the 
golden apples, and received hack the sky, frun} the head and 
shouldt'l's of Hercules, upun hi
 own, where it rightly helonged. 
And IIercules picked up the three golden apples, that were as hig 
or bigger than plunpkins, and straightway set out on his journey 
hOlnewanl, without paying' the slightest heed to the thundt'ring' 
tones of the giant, who helluwed after hinl to come ha(.k. Another 
forest sprang' up around his feet, and grew ancient there; and 
again n1Îght be seen uak-tree
, of six or seven centuries old, that 
had waxed thus aged betwixt his enornlOUS toes. 
And there stands the g-iant to this day; or, at any rate, there 
stands a Illonntain as tall as he, and whieh hem's his name; and 
when the thunder rlunhles ahout its SUIlllllit, we lllay ilnagine it to 
be the voice of Giant Atla
, belluwing after Hercules! 
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AFTER THE STORY. 


"COUSIN EUSTACE," denlanded Sweet Fern, who had been sitting 
at the story-teller's feet, with his Illouth wide open, "exactly how 
tall was this giant? " 
"0 Swept Fern, Sweet Fern!" cried the student, " do you think 
I was there, to Inea
ure him with a yard-stick? Well, if you lllUSt 
know to a hair's-breadth, I suppose he might be fronl three to fifteen 
Iniles straight upward, and that he Illight have seated himself on 
Taconic, and had IVIOlllUllent l\lountain for a footstool." 
"Dear Ine!" ejaculated the good little boy, with a contented 
sort of a gl'luÜ, "that was a giant, 
ure enough! And how long 
was his little finger? " 
" As long as froBI Tanglewood to the lake," said Eustace. 
"Sure enough, that was a giant!" repeated Sweet Fern, in an 
ecstasy at the l}recision of these lUeaSUl'elllPuts. " And huw bruad, 
I wonder, were the shoulders of Hel'cules?" 
"That is what I have never been ahle to find out," answered the 
student. " But I think they nlust have been a great deal broader 
than n1Ïne, or than your father's, or than ahnost any shouldt'rs 
which one sees nowadays." 
"I wish," whispered Sweet Fern, with his Iuouth close to the 
student's ear, "that yuu would tell llle how big We.1'e SUlne of the 
oak-trees that g'l'ew between the giant's toes." 
"They were big'ger," said Eu
tace, "than the great chestnut-tree 
which stands beyond Captain Smith's house." 
"Eustace," l'elnal'ked 1\11'. Pringle, aftpl' SOBle deliberation, "I 
find it inlPossihle to express su(.h an opinion of this story as will he 
likely to gratify, in the snwllest degree, your pride of authorship. 
Pray let HIe advise you never nl01'e to lueddle with a elassicallnyth. 
Your inlagination is altogether Gothic, and will inevitably Gothicize 
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everything that you tuuch. The effect is like bedaubing a lllarble 
statue with paint. This giant, now! IIow can you have ventured 
to thrust his huge, disproportioned nlaSS mllong the seelllly outlines 
of Grecian fable, the telldent'Y of whieh is tu reduce even the ex- 
tra vagant within linlits, by its pervading" eleg"ance ? " 
" I deRcribed the giant as he appeared to nte," replied the stu- 
dent, rather piqued. "And, sir, if you would only bring your 
Inind into such a relation with these fahles as is neeeRsary in order 
to relllodel theIn, you would see at once that an old Greek had no 
Illore exdusive right to tlWlu than a 1l1Odern Yankee has. They are 
the COllllllOll propPl'ty uf the world, and of all tinw. The ancient 
poets remodelled thelll at pleasure, and held thelll plastic in their 
hand
; and why should they not he plastic in IllY hands aR well?" 

Ir. Pringlf> could not forhear a smile. 
"And heRides," continued Eustace, "the Ili00uent you put allY 
wal'luth of heart, any passion ur affectiun, any human or divinl-' 
11lurality, into a claðsic lllould, you Blake it quite another thing frolll 
what it was before. J\iy OWll opinion is, that the Greeks, by taking> 
possession of theRe legends (which were the innueIllorial birthright 
of luankind), and putting them into shapes of indestructible beauty, 
indeed, but cold and heartless, have done all subsequent ages an in- 
calculahle injury." 
" 'Yhich you, doubtless, were born to relnedy," said 
ir. Pringle, 
laughing outright. " 'VeIl, well, go 011; hut take lilY advice, and 
never put any of your travesties on paper. And, as your next ef- 
fort, what if you should try your hand on some one of the legends 
of Apollo?" 
" Ah, sir, you propose it as an inIPossibility," observed the :-,tu- 
dent, after a Illolllent's llleditation; "and, to be sure, at first 
thong"ht, the idea of a Gothic Apollo strikes one rather ludicrously. 
But I will turn over your suggestioll in IllY lllind, and do not quite 
despair of success." 
During the above discussion, the children (who understood not a 
word of it) had grown very sleepy, and were now sent off to bed. 
Theil' drowsy bahble was heard, ascending the staircase, while a 
northwest-wind roared loudly aIllong the tree-tops of Tanglewood, 
and played an anthelu aruund the house. Eustace Bright went 
back to the study, and again endeavored to haInnler out 1j00lle 
verses, but fell asleep between two of the rhYllles. 
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THE HILL-
IDE. 


INTRODUCTORY TO "THE l\IIHAf'ULOUS PITCHER." 


AKD when, and where, do you think we find the children next? 
No longer in tIH' winter-time, but in the lnerry month of l\Ia,V. No 
lungeI' in Tanglewoud play-room, or at Tang'lewood fireside, hut 
lllore than half-way up a lllonstrous hill, or a nlOuntain, as perhaps 
it would be better pleased to ha ve us call it. Thpy had Ret out 
fro III llOIlle with the n1Ïghty purpose of clilllbing" this high hill, even 
to the very tiptop of its LaId head. 
ro be sure, it was not quite 
su high as Chilllhorazo, or l\IOllt Blan(', and waH even a good deal 
lower than old Grayloek. But, at any rate, it was higher than a 
thousand ant-hilIocl\.s, ur a n1ÏlIiun uf nlole-hilIH; and, when meas- 
ured by the shod strides of little children, 111Ïght be reckuned a 
very rpsl)pctahle 11lOUIÜain. 
And was Cousin Enstaf'e with the party? Of that you lllay be 
certain; else huw could the hook go on a step further? He was 
now in the lniddle of the bpring vacation, and looked pretty llllWh 
as we saw hinl foul' or five Inonths ago, exeept that, if you gazed 
quite closely at his upper lip, you could discern the fUIlniest little 
hit of a llluRtache upon it. Setting aside this lllark of lllature man- 
hood, you Blight have considered Cousin Eustace just as nntCh a 
boy as when you first bpcame af'quainted with him. He was as 
lllerry, as playful, as good-humored, as light of foot and of spirits, 
and equally a favorite with the little folks, as he had always been. 
This expedition up the lllountaill was entirely ûf his contrivance. 
All the way np the steep ascent, he had ellcolU'ag'ed the elder chiI- 
(hen with his eheerful voice; and when Dandelion, Cowslip, and 
Squash-Blussom grew weary, he had lugged thelll alung, alternately, 
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on his haek. In this luanner, they had passed through the orehards 
and pastures un the luwer part of the hill, and had l'eaehed the 
wood, whieh extends thence towards its bare slUlllnit. 
The lllOnth of )Iay, thus far, had been more amiable than it 
often is, and this was as sweet and g"enial a day as the heart uf nlan 
or ('hild eould wish. In their progress up the hill, the snmll peuple 
had found euoug"h uf violets, Llue and white, and sonle that were 
as g"ohlen as if they had the tow,h uf 
Iida
 on thenl. That socia- 
blest of flowers, the little lloustonia, was very abundant. It is a 
flower that never lives alone, but which loves ib.; own kind, and is 
always fond of dwelling' with a great nlany friends and relatives 
aronnd it. SOllletimes you see a faInily uf them, eOVt--'ring a space 
nu hig"g'pr than the paInt uf your luulll; and sometillles a larg"e C0111- 
Inunity, whitening a whole tract of pasture, and all keeping one 
another in eheerful heart antllife. 
'Vithin the verge of the wood there were f'olnmhines, looking 
lllore pale than rea, because tllPY wpre so lllOdest, and had thought 
proper tu sedude theillseives too anxiously frUIll the sun. There 
were wild geraniulll
, too, and a thousand white Llu8so111s of the 
strawberry. The trailing arbutus was not yet quite out of blo0111; 
hut it hid its preeious flowers undpr the last year's withered forest- 
leaves as carpfully as a lllOther-Lird hides its little young OIleS. It 
knew, I suppuse, huw beautiful and sweet-scented they were. So 
cunning' was their coneealment, that the ehildren sUJnetillles slnelt 
the delicate richness of their perfunle before they knew whence it 
pr()ceeded. 
Amid so lllueh new life, it was strange and truly pitiful to be- 
hola, lwre and there, in the fields and pastures, the hoary periwig's 
of dandelions that had already g'une to seed. They had done with 
summer before the sunllller canle. 'Vithin those slllall globes uf 
wing"eel seeds it was auhUllIl now! 
'Veil, but we HUlst not waste our valuable pages with any lllore 
talk ahout the spring'-tilue and wild flowers. There is sOlnething, 
we hope, nlore interesting to 1w talked ahout. If you look at the 
group of children, you Inay see theIn all gathered around Eustace 
Bl'ig'ht, who, sitting on the ShUllp of a tree, seems to be just begin- 
ning a story. The fact is, the youllg'er part of the troop have 
found out that it takes rather tuo lllany of their shud strides to 
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nleasure the long ascent of the hill. Cousin Eustace, therefore, 
has decided to leave Sweet Fern, Cowslip, Squash-Blossolll, and 
Dandelion, at this point, lllidway up, until the return of the rest of 
the party from the sumnlit. And because they cOlnplaill a little, 
and do not quite like to stay behind, he gives thenl 
Ulne apples out 
of his pocket, and pl'oposes to tell them a very pretty story. Here- 
upon they brighten up, and change their grieved looks into the 
broadest kind of sll1Ïles. 
As for the story, I was there to hear it, hidden hehind a bush, 
and shall tell it over to you in the pages that COllIe next. 



ONE f'vening, in tilues long ago, old Phileulon 
and his olel wife Bauris sat at tlwir cottage- 
door, enjoying the calIll and h3autiful I:)unset. 
They had already eaten their frugal supper, and intended now to 
spend a quiet hour or two before bedtime. So they talked together 
about their garden, and their ('ow, and their bees, and their 
grapevine, whi(,h elaInbered over the cottage-wall, and on which 
the grapes were beginning to turn purpleo But the rude shouts 
of children, and the fierce harkiug of dog
, in the village near at 
hand, grew loudel' and louder, until, at last, it was hardly possible 
for Bauris and Philelllon to hear each other speak. 
" Ah, wife," cried Philemon, "I fear SOll1e poor traveller is sef'k- 
ing hospitality alllong- OUI' neig-hbors yonder, and, instead of giving' 
hilll food and lodg'ing, they have set their dogs at him, as theil' 
CUStOlll is ! " 
" 'Vell-a-day ! " answered old Baucis, "I do wish our neighbors 
felt a little In ore kindness for their felJow-creatures. And only 
think of hring'ing up their children in this naughty way, and pat- 
ting theln on the head when tlwy fling' stones at strang'ers ! " 
" Tho
e ('hildren will IW\'Cr ('ume tu any guuel," I:)aid PhileIl1on, 
shaking his white head. "To tell you the truth, wife, I should 
not wonder if sonle terrible thing were to happen to all the lwople 
in the village, unlf-'ss they lllencl their manners. But, as for you 
and nIe, so lung as Providence affords us a crust of bread, let us be 
ready to give half to any pour hOlnelel:)s I:)trang'er that luay COllle 
along and need it." 
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" That '8 right, husband! " said Baucis. " So we will! " 
Thel:)e old foll{l:), you nlust know, were quite poor, and had to 
work pretty hard for a living. Old Philemon toiled diligently in 
his garden, while Baucis was always busy with her di
taff, or Illak- 
ing a little butter and cheese with their cow's lllÌlk, or doing one 
thing and anothel' about the cottage. Tlwir food was seldom any- 
thing but bread, n1Ïlk, and vegetables, with sOllletinles a pOl'tion of 
honey frOll1 their beehive, and now and then a ImnC'h of grapps, 
that had l'ipened against the cottage wall. But they wel't-' two of 
the kindest old people in the wOl'ld, and would cheel'fully have gone 
without theil' dinnel's, any day, rathel' than refuse a slice of their 
brown loaf, a cup of new n1Ïlk, and a spoonful of honey, to the 
weary traveller who n1Ïght pause befol'e their door. They felt as if 
such guests had a sort of holillel;l;, and that they oug'ht, thel'efore, 
to treat thenl better and Inore bountifully than their own sel vel:). 
Their cottage stood on a rising ground, at some short dil:)tance 
fronl a village, which lay in a hollow vallt-'Y that was about half a 
n1Ïle in breadth. This valley, in past ag'es, when the wOl'ld was 
new, had probahly been the Led of a lake. Thel'e, fishes had 
glided to and fro in the depths, and water-weedl:) had g'l'own along' 
the 111argin, and trees and hills had seen their reflected imag-es in 
the broad and peaceful luirror. But, as the waters subsided, nlen 
had cultivated the soil, and built houses on it, so that it was now a 
fel,tile spot, and bore no traces of the ancient lake, except a vel'Y 
small brook, which Ineandered thl'ough the Inidst of the village, 
and supplied the inhahitants with water. The valley had been dry 
land so long, that oaks had sprung' up, and grown great and high, 
and perished with old ag'e, and heen suC'('eeded hy others, as tal] 
and stately as the first. Never was thel'e a pl'ettiel' 01' nlOre fruit- 
ful valley. The vpry sight of the plenty al'ound them should have 
luade the inhabitants kind and gentle, and ready to show their 
gratitude to Providence by doing g'ood to their fellow-creatures. 
But, we are sorry to say, the people of this lovely village were 
not worthy to dwpll in a .spot on which IIeaven had smiled so 
beneficently. They wel'P a very selfish and lund-hearted people, 
and had no pity for the poor, nul' synlpathy with the homeless. 
They would only have laughed, had anybody told thenl that hUlllan 
beings owe a debt of love to one another, Lecaust' t]wrt-' is no other 
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method of paying the (lebt of love and care which all of 1l:5 owe to 
Providence. You will hardly helieve what I anl going to tell you. 
The:5e naughty people taught their children to be no better than 
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 pelting hun wIth stones. They 
kept large and fierce dogs, and 
whenever a travelh-'l' ventured to show hiulsf'H in the village street, 
this pack of disagrt-'eable curs sCalnpered to lneet him, harking, 
snarling, and showing' their teeth. Then thf'Y would seize hinl hy 
his leg', or by his clothes, just as it happened; and if he were 
ragg'ed when he CaIne, he was generally a pitiable object before he 
had tilne to run away. This was a very terrible thing to poor 
travellers, as you may Hnppose, especiaHy when they chanced to 
be sick, or feeble, or lame, 01' old. Sw.h perHons (if they once 
knew how badly these unkind l}eople, and tllt-'il' unkind chilehen 
and curs, were in tIlt-' habit of behaving) would go milt':5 and nlile:5 
out of their way, rather than try to pass throug'h the village again. 
'Vhat luade the Inatter seenl worse, if possible, was that when 
rich perSOll:5 CaIne in their ehal'iots, or riding on heautiful horses, 
with servants in rich liveries ath>nding' on them, nobody could b(--' 
more civil and ohst'lfuiou:5 than tIll' inhahitant:5 of the villagt-'. They 
wOlllel take off their hat:5, and make the humblest bows you ever 
saw. If the children were rude, they were pretty certain to get 
their ears boxed; and as for the dogs, if a single cnr in the pack 
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preslllned to yelp, his lllaster instantly heat hint with a cluh, and 
tied him up without any supper. This would have been all very well, 
only it proved that the villagers eared nUlCh about the nloney that 
a stranger had in his pocket, àlld nothing' whatever for the hunlan 
soul, which lives equally in the beggar and the prince. 
So now you can understand why old Philenlon spoke so sorrow- 
fully, when he heard the shouts of th(' children and the barking of 
the dogs, at the farther extren1Îty of the village str
et. There was 
a confused din, which lasted a good while, and seenled to pass 
quite through the brea(lth of the valley. 
"I never heard the dogs so loud!" observed the good old Inan. 
" Nor the children so rude! " answered his goorl old wife. 


They sat shaking' their heads, one to another, whilp the noise 
CaIne nearer au (1 nearer; until, at the foot of the little en1Ïnenee on 
which their cottag(' Rtood, they saw two travellers approaching on 
foot. Clos
 behind thenl callIe the fierce dogs, snarling at their 
very heels. A little fãrther off, ran a crowd of ('hil(hen, who sent 
up shrill cries, and flung st()n
s at the two strangers, with all their 
l11ight. Once or twi(.e, the younger of the twu 111en (he was a 
slender an(l very active figure) turned about and drove hack the 
dog's with a staff which he carried in his hand. His companion, 
who was a very tall person, walked calmly along, as if disdaining to 
notice either the llaug'hty (.hildren, or the paek of ('urs, whose lllan- 
ners the children seeuwd to imitate. 
Both of the travellers were very lnnnbly clad, and looke<.l as if 
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they n1Ïght not have nloney enoug'h in their pockets to pay for 
a night's lodging. And this, I mll afraid, was tlw reason why the 
villagers had allowed their ehildren and dogs to treat theIll so 
rudely. 
"COllle, wife," :5aid Philen10n to Baucis, "let us go and Ineet 
these poor people. No doubt, they feel ahuost too lleavy-hearted 
to clilub the hill." 
" Go you and Iueet thenl," answered Bauris, "while I ll1ake haste 
within doors, and sep whether we can get thelll anything for sup- 
per. A cOlufortable bowl of bread and 111Ïlk would do wonders 
towards raising their spirits." 
Accordingly, she hastened into the cottage. Philemon, on his 
part, went forward, al1(1 extende(1 his hand with so hospitable an 
aspect that there was no nee(1 of :5aying what nevertheless he did 
say, in the heartit'st tone inmginable,- 
" 'VelcOllle, strangers! welCOlne ! " 
" Thank you! " replied the younger of the two, in a lively kind 
of way, notwithstanding his weariness and trouble. "This i:; quite 
another greeting than we have lllet with yonder in the villag'e. 
Pray, why do you live in such a bad neighborhood?" 
" Ah ! " observed old Philenlon, with a quiet and benign sn1Ïle, 
"Providence put 111e here, I hope, alllong other reasons, in order 
that I n1ay 111ake you what mllends I can for the inhospitality of 
. Ib " 
DIY neIg I ors. 
" 'V ell said, old father!" ('rit'd the traveller, laughing; "and, 
if the truth n11lst be told, 111 y cOlllpanion an(1 Illyself need sonle 
amends. Thosp children (the little rascals!) have bespattered us 
fhwly with their lll1ld-balls; anc1 one of the curs has torn my cloak
 
which was ragged enoug"h already. But I took hinl across the 
nUlzzle with IllY staff; and I think you lllay have heard hinl yelp, 
even thus far off." 
Philemon wa:5 glad to see hill1 in sueh good Hpirits; nor, indeed, 
would you have fancied, by the traveller's look and Illanner, that he 
wm, weary with a long day's journey, besides heing disheartened by 
rough treatInent at the end of it. He was dres:5ed in rather an odd 
way, with a sort of cap on his head, the brinl of which stuck out 
over both ears. Though it was a sunHller evening", he wore a cloak, 
'lhich he kept wrapt closely about hun, perhaps because his under 
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g'arllU'nts were shahhy. Philt'mon perceived, too; that he had on a 
singular pail' of shoes; but, as it was now growing dusk, and as 
the old lllan's eyesight was HOlle of the sharpest, he could not pre- 
cisely tell in what the strallg'eness consisted. One thing, certainly, 
seented queer. The traveller was sO \\onderfully light and active, 
that it appearpd as if his feet sOllletinles rose frOlll the ground of 
their own at'('ord, 01' could only he kept down by an effort. 
"I used to be light-footed, in IllY youth," said PhilenlOn to the 
traveller. "But I always found IllY feet grow heavier towards 
nightfall." 
" There is nothing like a good staff to help one along'," answered 
the stI'allg'er; "and I happen to have an excellent one, as you see." 
This staff, in fact, was the oddest-looking staff that Philelnon had 
ever beheld. It was nlade of oli,'e-wood, and had sOlllething like a 
little pail' of wings near the top. Two Imalu-'s, carved in the wood, 
were represented as twining' thelllseh-es about the staff, and were so 
very skilf'ully expeutf'd that old PhilenlOn (whose eyes, you kl1ow, 
were g'etting rather diul) alnlOst thoug'ht thelll alive, and that he 
could see thelll wrio'o'lino' and twistino'. 
bb b b 
"A curious piece of w()l'k, sure enoug-h!" said he. "A staff 
with wings! It would be an excellent kind of stick for a littlp boy 
to ride astride of! " 
By this, PhilcnlOn and his two guests had reached the cottage 
door. 
" Friends," said the old man, "sit down and rest yourselves here 
on this bench. 1\1 y good wife Raucis has gone to see what you 
.:an have for supper. \Ve are poor folks; but you shall be wel- 
COllle to whatever we llave in the cuphoard." 
The younger strang'er thrrw himself ('arelessly on the hench, let- 
ting his staff fall, as he did so. And here happened sOlllcthing 
rather lnarvellous, though trifling' enough, too. The staff seenwd 
to get up frOlll the ground of its own accord, and, spreading its lit- 
tle pair of wings, it half hopppd, half flpw, an(lleaned itself against 
the wall of the cottage. There it stood quite still, exeept that tlH' 
snakes continued to wrigg-Il-'. But, in lIlY private opinion, uld 
Philcnlon's eyesight had been playing' hinl tricks again. 
Before lw could ask any questiuns, tlu-' el(ler stranger drew his 
attentiun fruni the wonderful staff, by speaking' to hilli. 
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" 'Vas there not," asked the strang'er, in a remarkably deep tonp 
of voice, "a lake, in very ancient tinle:5, covering' the :5pot where 
now stand:5 yonder village? " 
" Not in my day, friend," answered Philelllon; "and yet I aIll 
an old luan, as you see. There were always the fields and luead- 
ows, just as they are now, and the old trees, and the little streaIn 
11l1trlllUring through the nlidst of the valley. l\ly father, nor his 


1 
i 


father before hilu, evpr saw it otherwise, so far as I know; and 
doubtless it will still be the sanw, when old Philemon shall be gone 
and forgotten ! " 
" That is more than can be safely foretold," observed tlw stJ'an.. 
gel'; and there was sOluething very stern in his deep voice. Hp 
shook his head, too, so that his dark and heavy curls were shaken 
with the InoveUlent. " Since the inhahitants of yonder villag-e have 
forgotten tlw affections and synlpathies of their nature, it Wf're 
better that the lake should be rippling' over their dwellings again! " 



110 


THE 3IIRACULOUS PITCHER. 


The trêt veller looked so stern that PhilenlOn was really ahllost 
frightened; the more 
o, that, at his frown, the twilig'ht seemed 
suddenly to grow darker, and that, when he shook his head, there 
was a roll as of thunder in the air. 
But, in a mOluent afterwards, the stranger's fa.ee beeame so 
kindly and lltild, that the old nlan (lltÏte forgot his terror. Never- 
theless, he eonld not help feeling' that this elder traveller 11lUst be 
no ordinary personag'e, althong'h he happened now to be attired so 
hUlllbly and to be journeying' on foot. Not that Philemon faneied 
hiIll a prinee in disguise, or any character of that sort; but rather 
SOllle exceedingly wise nlan, who went ahout the worl(l in this poor 
garb, despising wealth and all worldly objects, and seeking every- 
where to add a 111Ïte to his wisdOlu. This idea appeared tllP luore 
prohahle, hecause, when Philemon raisf'd his eyes to the strang-pr's 
faee, he seellled to see 1110re thought then', in onf' look, than lw 
could have studied out in a lifeti1l1e. 
'Vhile Baueis was getting the 
npper, the travellers both began 
to taB\: very sociably with Philenlon. The younger, indeed, was 
extrelnely loquacious, and luade sueh shrewd and witty remarks, 
that the good old nlan continually hurst out a-laughing, and pro- 
nOlulced him the lllf'rriest fellow whom he had seen for 1nany a day. 
"Pray, IUY young frieBd," said he, as they grew faIuiliar to- 
gether, " what lnay I call yonI' m'Ulle ?" 
" 'Vhy, I mll very nimble, as yon see," answered tlw travt'ller. 
" So, if you call me Quicln.,ilver, the llalUe will fit tolprably well." 
" Quicksilver? Quicksilver?" repeated PhileulOl1, looking in the 
traveller's face, to see if he were lllaláng' fun of hiln. " It is a very 
odd llallle! And your cOlnpanion there? Has he as strange a 
one? " 
" You nUlst ask the thunder to tell it you! " replie(l Quicksilver, 
putting on a lnysterious look. "No otlwr voice is loud enough." 
This l'f'lllark, whether it were serious or in jest, lnight havt. eaused 
Philt'111on to conceive a very great awe of the eldt'l' stranger, if, 
on yentnl'Íng to gaze at hilll, he luulnot beheld so Dutch beneficenee 
in his visage. But, undoubtedly, herl' was the grandest figure that 
ever sat so hmuhly heside a cottage door. 'Vhen the stranger con- 
versed, it was with gTavity, and in sueh a way that Philemon felt 
irresistibly lTIoved to tell hilll everything whieh he had IllOSt at 
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heart. This is always the feeling that people have, whpn tlwy 
Ineet. with any.one wise enough to comprehend all their gooù and 
evil, and to despise not a tittlp of it. 
But PhilenlOn, simple and kind-hearted oIll man that he was
 had 
not many secrets to disclose. He talked, however, quite garrulously 
about the events of his past life, in the whole course of which he 
had never heen a score of nliles frOlu this very spot. His wife 
Baucis and hiluself had dwelt in tlw cottage fronl their youth up- 
ward, earning their bread by honest labor, always poor, but still 
contented. He told what excellent butter and cheese Baucis Inade, 
and how nice were the vegetables which he raised in his garden. 
He said, too, that, because they loved one another so very lunch, it 
was tliP wish of both that (leath nlÏg"ht not separate theIn, but that 
tlwy should die, as they had lived, together. 
As the stranger listened, a sInile beamed over his countenance, 
and nmde its expression as sweet as it was gran(l. 
" You are a good old ulan," said he to Phileulon, " and you have 
a good old wife to be your helplueet. It is fit that your wish be 
granted." 
And it seelued to Philenlon, just then, as if the sunset clouds 
threw up a bright flash frOlu the west, and kindled a sudden light 
in the sky. 
Bauí'is had now got supper ready, and, cOlning to the door, be- 
gan to nlake apolog"ies for the poor fare which she was forced to 
set before IlPr guests. 
"Had we known you were cOIning," said she, "nlY good nlan 
and Iuyself would have gone without a Illorsel, rather than you 
should lack a hetter supper. But I took the nlost part of to-day's 
n1Ïlk to Inake cheese; and our last loaf is already half eaten. Ah 
IllP! I never feel the sorrow of being poor, save when a poor 
traveller knocks at our door." 
" All will be very well; do not trouble yourself, IllY good danle," 
replied the elder stranger, kindly. " An honest, hearty welconle to 
a guest works miraí'les with tllP fm'e, and is capable of turning' the 
coarsest food to Iwctar and aIuhrosia." 
" A welcOlue you shall have," cried Bane-is, " and likewise a little 
honey that we happen to have left, and a bunch of purple g'l'apes 
besides." 
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"\Yhy, 
Iother Baucis, it is a feast!" exdain1ed Quicksilver, 
laughing', " an absolute fea:5t! anrl you shall see how bravely I will 
play IllY part at it! 1 think I never felt hungrier in nlY life." 
"l\Iercy on U:5!" whispered Baucis to her hushand. "If the 
young 1l1an has such a terrible appetite, I ßnl afraid there will not 
be half enough supper! " 
They all went into the cottage. 
And now, IllY little auditors, shall I tell you sOlllething that will 
Inake you open Jour eye:5 'very wide? It is really one of tlw 
oddest circllIllstancel:) in the whole story. Quicksilver's staff, you 
recollect, had set itself up against the wall of the cottage. \Yell ; 
when its Illaster entere(l the door, leaving' this wonderful staff be- 
hind, what should it do but inullediately spread its little wings, and 
go hopping' and fluttering' up the door steps! Tap, tap, went the 
staff, on the kitdlPn floor; nul' did it rest until it had stood itself on 
end, with the greate:5t gravity and decoruIl1, be:5ide Quicksilver's 
chair. Old Philenlon, however, as well as his wife, was so taken 
up in attending to their guests, that no notice was given to what 
the staff had been ahout. 
As Baucis had said, there was but a scanty supper for two hungry 
travellers. In the n1Ïdclle uf the table was the remnant uf a brown 
loaf, with a piece of cheese on one side of it, and a dish of honey- 
COll1b on the other. There was a pretty good bunch of grapes for 
ea(.h of the guests. A Illoderately sized earthen pitcher, nearly full 
of luilk, stood at a corner of the buard; and when Baucis had filled 
two bowls, and set thelll before tIw stranger:5, only a little n1Ïlk 
remained in the bottOll1 of the pitcher. Alas! it is a very sad 
business, when a bountiful heart finds itself pinched and squeezed 
among narrow cireumstances. Poor Baucis kept wi:5hing that she 
mig'ht starve for a week to cume, if it were possible, by 80 cluing, 
tu pruvide these hUllgTY folks a nlOre plentiful :5upper. 
And, since the I:)upper was bO exceedingly slnaII, she could not 
help wishing that their appetites had not been quite so large. 
\Vhy, at their very first sitting down, the travellers both drank off 
all the 111Ïlk in their two howls, at a draught. 
" A little 1l10re ll1Ìlk, kind )Iuther Baucis, if you please," said 
Quicksilyer. " The day has been hot, and I aIn very 1l1uch athirst." 
"Now, IllY dear people," answered ßaucis, in gTeat eonfnsion, 
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"I mn so sorry and ashaIned! But the truth is, there is hardly a 
drop Inore nlilk in the pitcher. 0 husband! hUBband! why did n't 
. tl t ? " 
we go WI IOU our supper. 
"'Vhy, it appears to ute," cried Quicksilver, starting up frUIn 
table and taking the pitcher by the hancUe, "it really appears to 
IHe that nlatters are not quite so bad as you represent thenl. Here 
is certainly Illore ll1Ïlk in the pitcher." 
So saying, and to the vast astonisillnent of Bancis, he proceeded 
to fill, not only his own bowl, but his cOlnpanion's likewise, from 
the pitcher that was supposed to be ahnost eUlpty. The good 
WOlllan could scarcely believe her eyes. She had certainly poured 


out nearly all the n1Ïlk, and had peeped in afterwards, and seen the 
bottom of the pitcher, as she set it down upon the tahle. 
"But I alll old," thought Baucis to herself, "and apt to be 
:forgetful. I suppose I nlust have lnade a lltÏstake. At all events, 
the pitcher cannot help being' mnpty now, after filliug the bowls 
twice over." 
" 'Vhat excellent milk! " observed Quieksilver, after quaffing. the 
contents of the second bowl. "Excuse uIe, IllY kind hostess, but I 
HUlSt really ask you for a littlp ulore." 
Now Baueis had seen, as plainly as slIP could see anything, that 
QuickBilver had turned the pitcher upside down, and consequently 
8 
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had poured out every chop of ulilk, in filling thf' last bowl. Of 
course, there could not possihly be any left. IIowever, ill order to 
let hilll know precisely how the ca:::;e was, she lifted the pitcher, and 
Blade a gesture, as if pouring ntilk into Quicksilver's bowl, hut 
without the renlotest idea that any nlilk would stl'eanl forth. 'fhat 
Wað her surprise, therefore, when such an abundant cascade fell 
bubbling into the bowl, that it was iUllllediately filled to the hrilll, 
and overflowed upon the table! The two snake:::; that were twisted 
about Quicksilver's staff (but neither Baucis nor Philenlon happened 
to observe this circuIllstance) stretched out their heads, and hegan 
to lap up the spilt milk. 
And then what a delicious fragrance the n1Ïlk had! It seemed 
as if Philemon's only cow nlust have pastured, that clay, on the 
richest herbage that could he found anywhere in the world. I only 
wish that each of you, IllY beloved little souls, could have a bowl of 
such nice ntilk, at supper-tinle. 
"And now a slice of Jour brown loaf, l\lother Baucis," said 
Quicksilver, " and a little of that honey! " 
Baucis cut hinl a slice, accordingly; and though the loaf, when 
she and her husband ate of it, had been rather too dry and crusty 
to be palatable, it was now as light and 1110ist as if hut a few hours 
out of the oven. Tasting a crlllnb, which had fallen on the table, 
81H-' found it Inore delicious than bread (--'vel' was bl1fol'e, and could 
hardly believe that it was a loaf of her own kneading and baking. 
Yet, what other loaf eould it posf-;Ìhly he? 
But, oh the honey! IulaY just as well let it alone, without try- 
ing to describp how exquisitely it 
lllelt and looked. Its ('0101' was 
that of the purest and nlost transparent gold; and it had tlw odor 
of a thousand flowel's; but of such flowers as neyer g'l'ew in an 
earthly garden, and to seek which the bees nlust have flown high 
above the clouds. The wonder is, that, after alighting on a flower- 
bed of so delicious fl'ag'l'ance and inullortal blo01n, they should ha.Ye 
been content to fly down again to their hive in Philemon's garden. 
Never was such honey tasted, spen, or SHIelt. The perfullle floated 
around the kitchen, and lllade it so delightful, that, had you dosed 
your eyes, you would inRtantly hcn e forgotten tllP low ceiling' and 
slnoky waHs, and have fancied yourself in an arbor, with celestial 
honeysuckles creeping over it. 
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Althoug'h g'ood )'lother Baucis was a simple old chulle, she ('onld 
not but think that there was 
olllething rather out of the ('Ollllllon 
way, in all that had heen going' 011. So, after helping' the glwsts 
to bread and honey, alHllayiug' a hunch of grapes hy each of their 
plates, she sat down by PhilenlOn, aua told hinl what she had seen, 
in a whisper. 
" Did you ever hear the like?" asked she. 
" No, I never did," answerpd PhilenlOu, with a smilp. "And I 
rather think, lllY dear old wife, you have heen walking' about in a 
sort of a dreaIll. If] had poured out the lllilk, ] should have 
een 
through the husiness at once. There happened to he a little nlore 
in the piteher than you thought, - that is all." 
" Ah, hushand," said Baucis, "say what you will, these are very 
1 " 
UllconUHon peop e. 
" 'VeIl, well," replied Philelllon, still sllliling, "perhaps they are. 
They certainly do look as if they had seen better days; and I am 
heartily glad to see thenl lllaking so cOlllfortable a supper." 
Each of the guests had now taken his hunch of grapes npon his 
plate. Baucis (who rubbed her eyes, in order to see the lllore 
clearly) was of opinion that the clusters had grown larger and 
rieher, and that each separate grape seenlCd to he on the point of 
bursting' with ripe juice. It was entirely a nlystery to her how 
sueh grapes could ever have been produced frolll the old stunted 
vine that clinlhed against the cottage wall. 
" Very admirahle gTapcs tlH'se!" observed Quidn;ih-cr, as he 
swallowed oup after another, without apparently dinlinishillg his 
duster. " Pray, my good host, whence did you gather thenl?" 
"FroBl nlY own vine," answered Philml1on. "Y ou may see one 
of its branches twisting across the wilHlow, yonder. But wife and 
l11ever thought the grapes very fine ones." 
"1 never tasted hettel'," said the guest. " Another cup of this 
delicious lllilk, if you please, and I shall then have supped hetter 
than a prince." 
This tillle, old Philelllol1 bestirred himself, and took up the 
piteher; for he was curious to discover whether there was any real- 
ity in the marvels which Baueis had whispered to him. He knew 
that his good old wiff--' was incapahle of falsehood, and that she was 
seldOlll lllistaken in what 
he supposed to be true; but this was so 
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very singular a case, that he wanted to see into it with his own 
eyes. On taking up the pitcher, therefore, he slyly peeped into it, 
and was fully satisfied that it contained not so nluch as a Ringle 
drop. 
\ll at once, however, he beheld a litth-, white fountain, 
whieh g'ushed up frmn the bOttOlll of the pitcher, and speedily filled 
it to the brilll with fOaIning and deliciously fragrant n1Ïlk. It was 
lucky that PhilenlOn, in his surprise, did not drop the mirarulon
 
pitcher frolll his hand. 
""Tho are ye, wonder-working strang'ers!" {'ried he, even 11101'(> 
bewildered than his wife had been. 
" Your guests, nlY good Philenlon, and your friends," replied the 
elder traveller, in his lllild, deep yoice, that had sOlnething at once 
sweet and awe-inspiring in it. "Give nte likewise a cup of the 
nlilk; and Inay your pitcher never he empty for kind Baucis and 
youn;elf, any Inore than for the needy wayfarer! " 
The supper being llOW over, the strangers reque
ted to be shown 
to their place of repose. The old people would gladly have talked 
with theln a little longer, and have expressed the wonder which 
they felt, and their delight at finding the poor and meagre supper 
prove so much better and III ore ahundant than they hoped. But 
the elder traveller had inspired thenl with such reverencp, that tlwy 
dared not ask hinl any quetitiol1s. And when Philemoll drew 
Quicksilver aside, and inquired how under the sun a fountain of 
Illilk could haxe got into an old earthen pitcher, this latter person- 
ag'c pointed to his staff. 
" There is the whole lllystery of the affair," quoth Quicksilyer; 
"and if you can make it out, I'll thank you to let nie know. I 
can't tell what to make of IllY staff. It is always playing such odd 
tricks as this; sOlnetinlCs getting Ine a supper, and, quite as often, 
stealing' it away. If 1 had any faith in such nonsense, I should 
say the stid{ was hewitched ! " 
He said no 1110re, but looked so slyly in their faces, that they 
rather fancied he was langhing at theln. The Inagic staff went 
hopping at his heels, as Quicksilver (fl1Ïttpcl the romn. 'Vhen left 
alone, the good old conple spent some little time in f'onversation 
ahout the events of the eyening, and then lay down on the floor, 
ane! fell fast asleep. They had given np their sleeping-roonl to the 
guests, and hacl no other bed for themselves, save these l)lallks, 
which I wish had been as soft as their own hearts. 
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The old nUUI and his wife were stirring, betÏ111es, in the nlorning, 
and the strangers likewise arose with the sun, and Iuade their prep- 
arations to depart. PhilenIoll huspitably entreated thenl to reInain 
a little long'er, until Baucis could lllilk the cow, and bake a cake 
upon the hearth, and, perhaps, finù thenl a few fresh egg's, for 
breakfast. The g'uests, however, seemed to think it better to ac- 
cunlplish a good part of their journey before the heat of the day 
should conle on. They, therefore, persisted in setting' out illuneùi- 
ately, bnt asked PhileInon and Baucis to walk forth with them a 
short distance, and show thenl the road which they were to take. 
So they all :four issued frolll the cottage, chatting tog'ether like 
old friends. It was very remarkable, indeed, how fanliliar the old 
couple insensibly grew with the elder traveller, and how their good 
and siulple spirits ulelted into his, even as two drups of water would 
Inelt into the illimitable ocean. And as for Quicksilver, with his 
keen, quick, laug'hing wits, he appeared to discover every little 
thought that but peeped into their Iuinds, befol'e they suspected it 
thenu;elves. They sOlnetillles wished, it is true, that he had not 
been quite so quick-witted, and also that he would fling away his 
staff, which looked so Inysteriously Inischievous, with the snakes al- 
ways writhing about it. But then, again, Quicksilver showed him- 
self so very good-Inullored, that they would have been rejoiced to 
keep hinl in their cottage, staff, snakes, and all, every day, and the 
whole day long. 
"Ah nle! 'Vell-a-day !" exclaimed Philelnon, when they had 
walked a little way from their door. " If onr neig'hbors only knew 
what a blessed thing' it is to show hospitality to strangers, they 
would tie up all their dog's, and never allow their children to fling' 
another stone." 
"It is a sin and shanle for thenl to behave so, - that it is!" 
cried good old Baucis, veheInently. "And I nlean to go this very 
day, and tell some of theul what naughty people they are! " 
"I fear," remarked Quieksiher, slyly sn1Ïlillg, "that you will 
find none of thelll at hOllle." 
The elder trayeller's brow, ju
t then, assumed such a grave, stern, 
and awful gTan(leur, yet serene withal, that neither Baucis nor Phil- 
eIllOn dared to speak a word. They gazed reverently into his face, 
as if they had been gazing at the sky. 
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" 'Vhen n1en do not feel towards the lllullbiest stranger as if he 
were a brother," said the traveller, in tones 
o deep that they 
sounded like those of an organ, "they are unworthy to exist on 
earth, whieh was created as the ahode of a great lnunall brother- 
hood ! " 
" And, by the by, IllY deat. old people," cried Quieksilver, with 
the liveliest look of fun awl 111Ïschief in his eyes, "where is this 
san1e village that yon talk about? On whidl side of us does it lie"! 
l\Iethinks I do not see it hereabouts." 
Philpmon and his wife turned towards the valley, where, at sun- 
set, only the day before, tlwy had seen the Illeadows, the houses, 
thf' gardens, the chunps of trees, till' wide, green-margined street, 
with ehilllren playing in it, and all the tokens of husiness, enjoy- 
luent, and prosperity. But what was their astollislu11ent! There 
was no longer any appparauce of a ,'illage! Even the fertile vale, 
in the hollow of which it lay, had ('eased to Imve existencp. In its 
stead, they beheld the broad, hlue surface of a lake, which filled 
the great basin of the valle) from brim to hrim, and reflected the 
surrounding hills in its 1.080111 with as tranquil an image as if it had 
bepl1 there ever sincp the el'eation of the wodd. For all instant, 
the lake relnained perfectly slllooth. Then, a little hreeze sprang' 
up, and caused the water to danee, g'litter, and sparkle in the early 
sunheauls, and to dash, with a pleasant rippling' l11urunlr, against 
the hither shore. 
The lake seenled so strangely familial', that thp oIl] couple were 
greatly perplexed, aud felt a
 if they ('(mld only haxe lwen dl'pmn- 
iug about a village having lain there. But, the next lllompnt, they 
1'ememlH-'rpd the vanished dwellingR, and the fa('es mid characters 
of the inhahitants, far too distin('tly for a dremll. The village had 
hepn thpl'e yestt'1'llay, and now was gone! 
" Alas! " {'l'ied thpse kind-hearted olrl }wople, " what has becOllle 
of our poor neig-hhors '? " 
" They pxist no 10n o 'f'1' as lnell awl w01nen," said the eldel' trav- 
. 
 
eller, in his grand and deep voi('e, while a roll of thunder seeilled 
to eeho it at a distance. "There was neither use nor beauty in 
:HH'h a life as theirs; for they neypl' softpnecI or sweetened thf' hard 
lot of mortality hy the pxereise of kindly affp(.tions hetween In an 
anù Ulan. They retained IlO imag'e uf the better life ill their 
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bOSOlllS; therefore, the lake, that was of old, has spread itself forth 
again, to reflect the sky ! " 
"And as for those foolish people," said Quicksilver, with his 
n1Ïschievons smile, "they are all transformed to fishes. There 
needed but little change, for they were already a scaly set of ras- 
cals, and the coldest-blooded heings in existence. So, kind 1\Iother 
Ballcis, whenever you or your husband have an appetite for a dish 
of broiled trout, he can throw in a line, and pull out half a dozen 
of your old neig'hhors! " 
"Ah," cried Baucis, shuddering, "I would not, for the world, 
put one of theln on the gridiron! " 
"No," added PhileulOn, HUlking' a wry face, "we could never 
relish thenl ! " 
" As for you, good PhilenlOn," continued the elder traveller,- 
"and you, kind Baucis, - you, with your scanty Ineans, have nlin- 
gled so much heartfelt hospitality with your entertaiunlent of the 
homeless stranger, that the lnilk becmne an inexhaustible fount of 
nectar, and the hrown loaf and the honey were aInbrosia. Thus, 
the divinities have feasted, at your boanl, off the sallle viands that 
supply their banquets on Olynlpus. You have done well, nlY dear 
old friends. 'Vherefore, request whatever favor you have 1110St at 
heart, and it is granted." 
Philemon and Baucis looked at one another, and then, - I know 
not which of the two it was who spoke, but that one uttered the 
desire of both their hearts. 
" Let us live together, while we live, and leave the world at the 
SaIne instant, when we die! For we have always loved one an- 
other ! " 
"Be it so! " replied the stranger, with Inajestic kindness. "Now, 
look towards your cottage ! " 
They did so. But what was their surprise on beholding a tall 
edifice of white lllarhll', with a wide-open portal, occupying the 
spot where their lnnnhie residence had so lately stood! 
" There is your home," said the stranger, beneficently smiling on 
thenl hoth. ., Exercise your hospitality in yonder palace as freely 
as in the poor hovel to whidl you welcOlned us last evening." 
The old folks fell on their knees to thank hilll; but, hehold ! 
neither he nor Quicksilver was there. 
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So Philenlon and Baucis took up their residence in the nlarble 
palace, and spent their time, with vast satisfaction to thellisel ves, in 
nmláng everybody jolly and comfortahle who happened to pass 
that way. The Inilk-pitcher, I lllust not forget to say, retained its 
nmrvellous quality of being never elnpty, when it was desirahle to 
have it full. 'Vhenever an honest, good-Inunored, and free-hearted 
guest took a draug'ht frolll this pitcher, he invariahly found it the 
sweetest andnlOst invigorating fluid that ever ran down his throat. 
But, if a cross and disagTeeable cUl'nllulgeon happened to sip, he 
was pretty certain to twist his visage into a hard knot, and pro- 
nounce it a pitcher of sour n1Îlk ! 
Thus the old couple lived in their palace a great, great while, 
and grew older and older, and very old indeed. At length, how- 
ever, there caIne a sunllner Inorning when Phileinon and llaucis 
failed to nlake their appearan('e, as 011 other lllornings, with one 
hospitable sn1Ìle overspreading' Loth their pleasant faces, to invite 
the guests of over-night to breakfast. The guests searched eyery- 
where, fr01n top to bOttOlll of the spacious palace, and all to no 
purpose. But, after a great deal of perplexity, they espied, in 
front of th
 portal, two venerable trees, which nobody eonld re- 
Inenlbel' to have seen there the day before. Yet there they stood, 
with theil' }'oots fasteneLl deep into the soil, aud a huge breadth of 
foliage overshadowing the whole front of the edifice. One was an 
oak, and the other a linden-tree. Their houghs - it was strange 
and beautiful to see - were intertwined together, and eUlhraced 
one another so that each tree seemed to live in the other tree's 
, 
bos01n llluch nlore than in its own. 
'Vhile the guests were nuuvelling how these trees, that lllUSt 
havp required at least a century to grow, could ha\Te ('Onle to he so 
tall and veneralJle in a single night, a breeze sprang up, and set 
their interlllino'led houo'hs astir. And then there was a dee l ), broad 
b M 
IllllrlnUr in the ail' as if thp two mvsterious treeH were speaking. 
, . 
" I aIll old Phileillon ! " lllurlllured the oak. 
" I an1 old Baul'is ! " lllUrllllll'ecl the linden-tree. 
But, as the breeze 
l'ew strong'er, the trees hoth spoke at once, 
- " Phileulon ! Baucis ! Baueis ! Philf'lllon!" - as if one were 
both and both were one, and talking together ill the depths of 
their lliutual heart. It was plain enough to IJerceive that the good 
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old eouple had renewed tlwir agp, and were now to spend a quiet 
and delig'htful hundred ypars or so, PhilenlOJl as an oak, and Bau- 
cis as a linden-tree. And oh, "hat a hospitable shade did they 
fling around thenl. \Vhenevel' a wayfarer pauseù beneath it, he 
heard a pleasant whisper of the leaves above hi:, head, and won- 
dered how the sound should so lnueh reselnble words like these:- 
" 'VelcOlne, welcome, deal' traveller, Wf'ICOllle ! " 
And SOlne kind soul, that knew what would have pleased old 
Baueis and old Philemon best, built a circular seat around both 
their trunks, where, for a great while afterwards, the weary, and 
the hungry, and the thirsty used to repose theIllSeh-es, and quaff 
fililk abundantly out of the lniraculous pitcher. 
And I wish, for all our sakes, that we had the pitcher here now! 
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THE HILL-SIDE. 


AFTER THE STORY. 


" How llluch did the pitcher hold?" asked 8weet Fern. 
"It did not hold quite a quart," answered the student; "hut 
you nlight keep pouring' milk out of it, till you should fill a hogs- 
head, if you pleased. The truth is, it would run on forever, and 
not he dry even at Inidsununer - whi{'h is more than can be said 
of yonder rill, that goes babbling' down the hill-bide." 
" And what has becolne of the pitcher now? " inquirt'd the little 
boy. 
"It was broken, I alll sorry to say, about twenty-fi.ve thousand 
years ago," replied Cousin Eustace. "The people lnended it as 
well as they could, but, though it would hold In ilk pretty well, it 
was never afterwards known to fill itself of its own aN.ord. So, 
you :see, it was no better than any other ['racked earthen pitcher." 
" 'Vhat a pity! " cried all the children at onl'e. 
The respectable dog Ben had accUlllpanied the party, as did like- 
wise a half-grown Newfoundland puppy, who went hy the llame of 
Bruin, because he was just as black as a bear. Ben, lwing elderly, 
and of very circlunspeet hahits, was resppctfnlly requested, by 
Cousin Eustace, to stay behind with the four little children, in or- 
der to keep theln out of mischief. As for black Bnùn, who was 
himself nothing but a child, the student thought it best to takp 
hinl along, lest, in his rude play with tlw other children, he should 
trip theln up, antl send the111 rolling and hunbling down the hill. 
Adyising Cowslip, Sweet Fern, Dandelion, and Squa
h-BlossOln to 
sit pretty still, in the spot where he left theIn, the student, with 
Prinll'ose and the elder children, began to ascend, f4,nd were soon 
out of sight alllollg the trees. 
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INTRUDUCTORY TO "THE CHE\IÆRA." 


UPWARD, along the steep and woolled hill- side, went Eustace 
BI'ight anll his cOlllpanions. The trees were not yet in full leaf, 
but had budded forth sufficiently to tlHOW an airy 
hadow, while 
the sunshine filled thenl with green lig'ht. There were Illoss-grown 
I'ocks, half hidllen aIllong the old, In'own, fallen leaves; there were 
rotten tree-trunks, lying at full length where they had long' ago 
fallen; tlwrf' were decaye(l boughs, that had been shaken down by 
the wintry gales, and were scattered everywhere about. But still, 
though these things looke(l so agell, tliP aspect of the wooll was 
that of the newest life; for, whichever way you turned your eyes, 
sOlnething fresh and gl'een was spl'inging forth, so as to be ready 
for the SUIllIII er . 
At last, the young people reached the uppm' verge of the wood, 
and foull(l theIllselves ahnost at the sunlnlit of the hill. It wa
 not 
a peak, nor a great round ball, but a pretty wide plain, or table- 
land, with a housf' and barn upon it, at sonle distance. That house 
was the honle of a solibll'Y fmnily; antI oftentinles the clouds, 
whence fell the rain, and whence the snow-storin drifted down into 
tlw valley, hung lower than this bleak and lonely dwelling-place. 
On the highest point of the hill was a heap of stones, in the 
centre of which was stuck a long pole, with a little flag fluttering 
at the enfl of it. Eustace le(l the children thither, and bade thelll 
look around, and see how large a tract of our heautiful world they 
cOlùd takf' in at a glance
 And their eyes grew wider as they 
looked. 
l\Ionuinent l\Iountain, to the southward, was still in the centre 
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of the scene, but seeu1ed to have sunk and subsided, so that it was 
now but an undistinguished luemLer of a large fanlily of hills. 
Beyond it, the Taconic- rang'e looked higher and bulkier than be- 
fore. Our pretty lake was seen, with all its little bays and inlets; 
and not that alone, but two or three new lakes were opening their 
blue eyes to the sun. Several white villag'es, eaeh with its steel)le, 
were scattered about in the distance. There were so lnauy farln- 
houses, with theil' acres of woodland, pasture, BlOwing-fields, and 
tillage, that the children could hardly n1ake roon1 in their luinds 
to receive all these diffm'ent objects. There, too, was Tanglewood, 
which they had hitherto thought sueh an iUlportant apex of the 
world. It now OccuI}ied so snlall a space, that they gazed far be- 
yond it, and on either side, and sean,hed a good while with all their 
eyes, before discovering' whereahout it stood. 
'YIÚte, fleecy clouds wete hanging in the air, and threw the dark 
spots of their shadow here and there over the landscape. But, by 
and by, the sunshine was where the shadow had been, and tlH' 
shadow was sonlewhere else. 
Far to the westward was a l'ange of blue 1110untains, which Eus- 
tace Bright told tllf' children wete the Catskills. Alnong those 
lllisty hills, he said, was à spot where SOIlle old Dukhmen were 
l}laying an evédasting ganle of ninepins, and where an idle fellow, 
whose name was Rip Van 'Yinkle, had fallen asleep, and slept 
twenty years at a stretch. The ehihlren eagerly besought Eustace 
to tell thenl all ahout this wonderful affair. But the student re- 
plied that the story had been told once already, and hetter than it 
ever could lw told again; and that llohody would have a rig'ht to 
alter a word of it, until it sllould have grown as old as " The Gor- 
gon's Head," and "The Three Golden Apples," and tllP rest of 
those nliraculous leg'ends. 
"At least," said Periwinkh.., " while we rest ourselves here, and 
are looking; about us, yun can tell us another of your own stories." 
"Yes, Cousin Eustace," cried Prilurose, "I advise you to tell us 
a story here. Take SOIlle lofty subjec,t or other, and 
ee if your 
ilnagination will not COlne up to it. Perhaps tllP llluuntain air lllay 
make you poetical, for once. And no nlatter how strange and 
wonderful the story lllay be, now that we are up aInong the clouds, 
we can believe anything." 
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"Can you believe," asked Eustaee, "that there was once a 
wiuo'ed horse?" 
b 
" Yes," said saucy Prilnrose; "but I mIl afraid you will never 
be ahle to catch hiIIl." 
"For that nlatter, Prinll'm;e," reioined the student, "I ulight 
possibly catch Pegasus, and g'et upon hiH baek, too, as well as a 
dozen other fellows that I kuow of. At auy ratp, here is a story 
ahont him; and, of all plaees in the world, it ought certainly to be 
told upon a mountain-top." 
So, sitting on the pile of stones, while the children chu;tered 
thenlselves at its base, Eustace fixed his eyes on a white cloud that 
was sailing by, and began as follows. 
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ONCE, in the old, old tiulf's (for all the strange things which I 
tell you about happened long before anyhody can relnenlber), a 
fountain gushed out of a hill-side, in the lnarvellous land of Greece. 
And, for aught I know, after so 11lany thousand years, it is still 
gushing out of the very Belf-salne spot. At any rate, there was the 
pleasant fountain, welling freshly forth and sparkling adowl1 the 
hill-side, in tlIP golden sUI
set, when a handsome young nlan nallled 
Bellerophon drew near its lllargill. In his hand he held a bridle, 
fo;tudded with hrilliant genIs, and adorned with a g'olden bit. See- 
ing an old luan, and another of 111iddle age, and a little boy, near 
the fountain, and likewise a luaiden, who was dipping up sonle of 
the water in a pitcher, he paused, and heg'ged that he lllig-ht re- 
fresh hilllself with a drang'ht. 
"This is very delicious water," he said to the maiden as he 
rinsed and filled her pitcher, after drinking out of it. "'Yill you 
be kind enough to tell me whether the fountain has any naIlle?" 
" Yes; it is calIpd the Fountain of Pirene," answered the nwiden ; 
and thell she added, ., 1\1 Y g'ralldmother has told lne that this deal' 
foulltain was once a heautiful woman; and when her son was killpd 
by the arrows of the huntress Diana, she lnelted all away into tears. 
And so the water, whieh yon fiwl so cool and sweet, is the sorrow 
of that poor lllother's heart! " 
"I should not haye dreanwd," ohserved the young' strang'el', 
"that so ekar a well-spring, with its gush and g'urg'le. and its 
dlPel'Y dance out of the shade into the sunlig'ht, hcul so much as 
one tecn-drop in its boson1! And this, then, is Pirene? I thank 
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you, pretty nlaiden, for tellillg ll1e its naIne. I have COll1e frolll a 
far-away country to find this very spot." 
A ll1iddle-aged country fellow (he had driven his cow to drink 
out of the spring) stared hard at young Bellerol)hon, and at the 
handsOIue bridle which he carried in his hand. 


"The watf'r-courses must be getting' low, friend, in your part of 
the world," l'eIuarked he, "if you ('ome so faI' only to fiud the 
Fountain of Pireue. But, pray, have you lost a horse? I see you 
carry dw bridle in your hand; and a very pretty one it is with that 
double row of bright stones upon it. If the horse was as nne as 
the bridle, you are nnw h to be pitied for losing him." 
"I have lost no horse," said Bellerophon, with a snIile. "But 
I happen to he seeláng' a very fanlOus one, whi(.h, as wise peoplp 
have inforuwd lue, must be found hereahouts, if anywJwre. Do 
you know whether dw winged hor:-;e Pegasus st.ill haunts tlw Foun- 
tain of Pirene, as lw used to do in your forpfathers' days'? " 
But then the ('ountry fellow laug'lw(I. 
SOllH' of you, IllY little frielHIs, han' prohahly lward that this 
Pegasus was a snow-whitf' steed, with heantiful silvery wingH, who 
spent IllOst of his tinle on the sunnnit of l\Iouut IIelicon. lie was 
as wilù, and as swift, and as buoyant, in his flig'ht through the air, 
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as any eagle that ever soared into the douds. Therp was nothing 
else like hin1 in the world. He had no 111ate; he never had been 
backed or bridled by a lllaster; and, for lnany a long year, he led 
a solitary and a happy life. 
Oh, how fine a thing it is to be a winged horse! Sleeping at 
night, as he did, on a lofty mountain-top, and passing the greater 
part of the day in the air, Pegasus seenled hardly to be a creature 
of the earth. 'Vhenever he was seen, up very high above people's 
heads, with the sunshine on his silvel'y wings, you would have 
thought that he helonged to the sky, and that, skinllning a little 
too low, he had got astray muong our luists and vapors, and was 
seeking his way hack again. It was very prptty to hellOld hinl 
plunge into the Reeey bosOln of a bright doud, awl be lost in it, 
for a 1l10lnellt or two, and then break forth fron1 the other side. 
Or, in a sullen l'ain-stornl, when there was a gray pavelnent of 
clouds over the whole sky, it would sonwtinles happen that the 
winged hOl'se descended right through it, and the glad lig'lit of the 
upper region would glemll after hinl. In another instant, it is true, 
hoth Pegasus and the pleasant light would be gone away together. 
But anyone that was fortunate enough to see this wondrous spec- 
tacle felt cheerful the whole day afterwards, and as nUlch longer 
as the storn1 lasted. 
In the sUllllller-tinlP, and in the heautifullest of weatllt
r, Pegasus 
often alighted on the solid eal'th, and, closing his 
ilvery wings, 
would gallop over hill and dale for pastinle, as Reetly as the wind. 
Oftener than in any other plaee, he had heen seen near the Foun- 
tain of Pirene, drinking the delieious water, or rolling' himself upon 
the soft grass of the margin. SOlnetilnes, too (hut Peg'asus ,'as 
very dainty in his food), he would crop a few of the dovel'-blo:':'OlllS 
that happene(l to be sweetest. 
To the Fountain of Pil'ene, therefore, people's great-grandfathers 
had heen in the hahit of going (as long as they were youthful, and 
retaillPd tlwlr faith in winge(l horses), in hopes of getting a glimpse 
at the beautiful Pegasus. But, of latc years, he had been very 
seldOll1 8een. Indeed, there were nlany of the country foll{s, dwell- 
ing within half an hour's walk of the fountain, who had never he- 
held Pegasus, and did not lwlieve that tlwl'e was any sueh ereature 
in existence. The country fellow to whOln Rellel'ophon was speak- 
ing chanced to be one of those incredulous þersolls. 
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And that was the l'eason why he laughed. 
"Pegasus, indeed!" cried he, turning' up his nose as hig-h as 
sueh a flat nose could be turned up, - " Pegasus, indeed! A 
winged horse, truly! 'Vhy, friend, are you in your senses? Of 
what use would wings be to a horse? Could he drag the plough 
so well, think you? To he sure, there nlÍg'ht be a littlp saving' in 
the eXl)ense of Rhops; hut then, how would a lnan like to see his 
horRe flying out of the stablp window? - yes, or whisking hinl up 
aboye the clouds, when he only wanted to ride to luill? No, no ! 
I don't believe in Pegasus. There never was such a ridiculous 
kind of a horse-fowl nHule ! " 
" I haye SOllIe reason to think otherwi:-;e," said Bellerophon, 
quietly. 
And tlwn he tUl'ned to an old, gray nutn, who was leaning on a 
staff, aIlll listening' very attentively, with his head stretched for- 
ward, and one hand at his ear, because, for the last twenty years, 
he had been getting rather deaf. 
"And what Ray you, venerahle sir?" inquired he. "In your 
younger days, I should ilnagine, you nlllst frelluently have seen the 
win ()'ed steed ! " 
b 
" Ah, young stranger, IllY metnory is very poor! " said the aged 
man. " 'Vhen I was a lad, if I relllelllber rig'htly, I usecl to believe 
there was such a horRe, and so did everybody else. But, nowa'" 
days, I hardly know what to think, and very spldOlll think about 
the winged horse at all. If I ever saw the creature, it was a long, 
long while ago; and, to tell you the truth, I doubt whethel' I ever 
did see hinl. One day, to be sure, when I was quite a youth, I re- 
lllelllber seeing SOllIe hoof-traIllps round about the brink of the 
fountain. Pegasus might have lllade those hoof-lnarks; and so 
nlight SOllIe other horse." 
"And have you never seen hiln, my fair lnaiden?" asked Bel- 
lerophon of the girl, who stood with the pitcher on her head, while 
this talk went on. "Y ou certainly could see Pegasus, if anybody 
can, for your eyes are very bright." 
"Once I thought I saw him," replied thp maiden, with a slllile 
and a blush. " It was eitlH-'l: Pegasus, or a large white bird, a very 
great way up in the air. And one other tillle, as I was cOllling to 
the fountain with my pitcher, I heard a neigh. Oh, such a brisk 
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. 
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and melodious neigh as that was! 1\'1 y vel'y heart leaped with de- 
light at the I;ound. But it startled Ille, neverthele

; 
o that I ran 
home without filling D1Y pitl'her." 
" That was truly a pity! " said Rellerophon. 
And lw turned tu tlw ("hild, whum I luentioned at the heg'inning 
of the story, and who wa
 gazing at hinl, as children are apt tu 
gaze at stranger
, with his rusy luouth wide upen. 
" 'Yell, Iny little fellow," cried Bellerophon, playfully pulling- 
one uf his curls, "I suppuse yuu have often seen the winged horse." 
"That I have," answered the child, very l'eadily. "I saw hÎ1n 
yesh-'rday, and nUlny tÎIlle
 lwfore." 
" You are a fine litth.. luan!" said Belleropholl, drawing the 
child closer to him. "Conle, tell lue all abont it." 
" \Yhy," replied the child, "I often conle here to sail little boats 
in the fountain, and to gather pretty pehbles out uf its hasin. 
And sOlnetimes, when I look down into the watpr, I see the image 
of the wing'ed horse, in the pi(.ture of the sky that is there. 1 wish 
he would come duwn, and take 111e 011 his hal'k, and let nle ride 
hilll up to the nlOon ! But, if I 1;0 lunch a
 stir to louk at him, he 
flies far away out of sight." 
And Bellerophon put his faith in the ('hild, who had seen the 
image of Pegasus in the water, and in the nmiden, who had heard 
hilll neigh so melodiuusly, rather than in the n1iddle-aged clown, 
who believed only in cart-horses, or in the old n1an who had for- 
gotten the beautiful things of his youth. 
Therefore, he haunted ahout the Fountain of Pirene for a great 
l11any days afterwards. He kept l'outinually on the wateh, looking 
upward at the sky, or else down intu the water, hoping furever that 
he shuuld sep either the reße(.ted imag'e uf the winged hurse, or the 
marvellou
 reality. He held the bridle, with it
 hright genlR and 
golden bit, always ready in his hand. The rustie people, who 
dwelt in the neighhorhood, and drove their cattle to tlIP fountain 
to drink, would often laugh at poor Bellerophon, and sometimes 
take hinl pretty severely to task. They told hinl that an aLle- 
bodied young nlan, like hinlself, ought to have better business than 
to be wasting his time in such an idle pursuit. They offered to 
sell him a horse, if he wanted one; and when Bellerophon declined 
the pur('hase, they tried to drive a barg'ain with hinl for his fine 
bridle. 



THE CHL1LERA. 


131 


Even the country boys thoug'ht hinl ;:)0 very foolish, that they 
used to have a great deal of sport about him, and were rude enough 
not to care a fig, although Bellerophon saw and heard it. One 
little ur('hin, for exaluple, would play Peg'asus, and cut the oddest 
imaginahle f'apers, hy way of flying; while one of hi
 schoolfellows 
would 
l'anll)er after hinl, holding forth a twist of hulru
hes, which 
was intended to represent Rpllprophon's ornalllPntal hridle. But 
the gentle child, who had Sl'en the pieture of Pegasus in the water, 
cOlllforted the young' stranger nlOrp than all the naughty boys 
could torlnent him. The deal' little fellow, in his play-hours, often 
sat down heside hilll, and, without speaking a word, would look 
down into the fountain and up towards the sky, with 150 innocent 
a faith, that Bellerophon ('oule! not help feeling encourag'ed. 
Now you will, pprhaps, wish to he told why it was that Bellero- 
phon had undprtakpn to eatl'h tht. wing'pd hol'
p. And we shall 
find no hptter opportunity to 
peak ahout this lllatter than while lw 
i
 waiting for Peg'asus to appear. 
If I were to relate the whole of Bellerophon's previous adven- 
hues, they lllig'ht easily gTOW into a ,"pry long story. It will he 
quite enough to say, that, in a certain country of Asia, a tprrible 
monster, ('alled a Chimæra, had lnade its appearance, and was doing 
nlOre mischief than could he talked ahout between now and sunset. 
Al'cording' to the best accounts which I have been able to obtain, 
this Chilllæra was nearly, if not quite, the ug'liest and 11l0St poison- 
ons creature, and the strangest and unaceountahlpst, and the hard- 
e
t to fig'ht with, and the most diffieult to run away from, that ever 
CaIne out of the earth's inside. It had a taillike a hoa-eonstrif'tol' ; 
its body was like I (10 not cme what; and it had three separ<ite 
heads, one of which was a lion's, the se('ond a goat's, and the third 
an ahOlninahly gTPat snake's. And a hot blast of fire canle flam in A' 
out of each of its three IllOllths! Being- an earthly monster, I 
doubt whether it had any wings; but, wings or no, it ran lilu> a 
goat and a lion, and wriggled along like a serpent, and thus con- 
hived to Inake about as 111uch spee(l as all the three together. 
Oh, the lllischief, an(l 
ischief, and lllischief that this llaug'hty 
creature did! 'Vith its flaIlling hreath, it could set a fOI'est 011 fire, 
or burn up a field of grain, or, for that matter, a village, with all 
its fences and houses. It laid waste the whole country round 
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about, and used to eat up people and al1ilnals alive, and cook then1 
afterwards in the burning oven of its stonlach. 1\Iercy on us, little 
children, I hope neither you nor I will ever happen to Ineet a Chi- 
mæra ! 
"\Vhile the hateful Least (if a beast we can anywise call it) was 
doing' all these horrible things, it so dIaneed that Bellerophon emne 
to that part of the world, on a visit to the king. The king's lUtInO 
was Iobates, and Lycia was thf' country which he ruled over. Bel- 
lerophon was one of the hravest youths in tlw world, and desired 
nothing so lllueh as to do SOUle valiant and henefÌ<'ent deed, sue-h as 
would lllake all lllankind adulire and Ion:' hinl. In those days, the 
onl} way for a young luan to disting'uish hiun,elf was by fighting 
battles, either with the eneluies of his country, or with wicked 
giants, or with troublesOlne drag'ons, or with wild heasts, when he 
could find nothing nlore dangerous to encounter. King lobates, 
perceiving the conragf' of his youthful visitor, proposed to him to 
g'o and fight the Chilllæra, which everybody else was afrai(l of, and 
which, unless it should be soon killed, was likely to convert Lycia 
into a desel't. Bellerophon hesitated not a 11l0lnent, hut assured 
the king that he would either slay this dreaded Chinlæra, or pel'Îsh 
in the attelllpt
 
But, in the first place, as the lllonstel' was so l)rodigiously swift, 
he hethought hinlself that he should never win the victory by fig'ht- 
ing on foot. The wisest thing he could do, therefore, was to g'et 
the very best and fleetest horse that could anywhere be found. 
And what other horse, in all the world, was half so fleet as the 
nlarvellous horse Pegasus, who had wing's as wen as legs, and was 
even nlore aetive in the air, than on the earth? To he sure, a 
great Inany people denied that there was any such horse with 
wings, and said that the stories about hinl were all poetry and non- 
sensp. But, wonderful as it appeared, Bellerophon believed that 
Pegasus was a real steer!, and hoped that hp hinlself Inight be for- 
tunate enough to find hilll; and, onee fairly nlounted on his back, 
he would be able to fight tllP Chilnæra at better advantage. 
And this was the pnrpo!je with which he IUHl travelled frOlu Lycia 
to Greece, and had brought the heautifully ol'naIuented bridle in 
his hand. It was an enf'hanted bridle. If he euuld only succeed 
in putting the golden bit into the nlouth of Pegasus, the winged 



THE CHIJIÆRA. 


133 


horse wonld bo submissive, and woulel own Bellerophon for his 
luaster, anel fly whithersoever he mig'ht ('hoose to turn the rein. 
But, indeed, it was a weary and anxious titne, while Bellel'ophon 
waited aIlll waited fOI' Peg'asus, in hopes that he would come and 
drink at the Fountain of Pirene. He was afraid lest King'Iobates 
should imagine that he had fled from the Chirnæra. It lJained 
hun, too, to think how luuch lllischief the lllollster was doing, while 
he hinlself, instead of fighting with it, was cOll1pelled to sit idly 
poring over the bright waters of Pirene, as they gushed out of the 
slJarkling sand. And as Peg'asus CaIue thither so seldom in these 
latter yea1'S, and scarcely alighted there l110re than once in a life- 
time, Bellerophon feared that he might grow an old man, and have 
no strength Ipft in his arms nor courage in his heart, before the 
winged horse would apIJear. 011, how heavily passes the tÎnle, 
while an adventurous yonth is yearning to do his part in life, and 
to gather in the harvest of his renown! How hard a lesson it is to 
wait! Our life is brief, and how luuch of it is spent in teaching us 
only this ! 
'Veil it was for Bellerophon that the gentle child had grown so 
fond of him, anel was never weary of keeping hinl cOlupany. Every 
morning the child gave him a new hope to put in his bosonl, in- 
stead of yesterday's witherell one. 
"Dear Bellerophon," he would cry, looking up hopefully into 
his face, "I think we shall see Pegasus to-day! " 
And, at length, if it had not been for the little hoy's unwavering 
faith, Belleropholl would have given up all hope, and would have 
gone back to Lycia, and have done his best to slay the Chimæra 
without the help of the wingeel h01'se. And in that case poor Bel- 
lerophon woulel at least have been terribly scorcheel by the crea- 
ture's breath, anel woulel most probably have heen kil]ed and de- 
youred. Nohod.v shoulcl ever try to fight an earth-born Chimæra, 
unless he can first get upon the back of an aerial steed. 
One Inorning the chilel spoke to Bellerophon even lnore hope- 
fully than usual. 
"Dear, dear Bpllerophon," cried he, "I know not why it is, but 
I feel as if we should certainly see Pegasus to-day! " 
AIHl all that day lIP would not stir a step frOln Bellerophon's 
side; so they ate it crnst of bread together, and drank SOlllp of the 
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water of the fountain. In the afternoon, there they sat, and Bel. 
lerophon had thrown his arm around the child, who likewise had 
put one of his little hands into Bellerol)hon's. The lattm' was lost 
in his own thoughts, and was fixing his eyes vacantly on the trunks 
of the trees that overshadowed the fountain, and on the grapevines 
that ..Imuberecl up among their branches. But the gentle child 
was gazing down into the water; he was grieved, for Bellerophon's 
sake, that the hope of another day should be deceived, like so many 
before it; and two 01' tlll'ee quiet teal'-drups fell frOln his eyes, and 
mingled with what were said to be the llUtny tears of Pirene, when 
she wept for her slain children. 
But, when he least thought of it, Bellerol)hon felt the press- 
ure of the child's little haud, and heard a soft, alulost hreathless, 
whisper. 
" 
ee there, deal' Bellerophon ! There is an inlage in the water!" 
The young nlan looked down into the dimpling luirror of the 
fountain, and saw what he took to be the reflection of a bird which 
seenlcd to be flying at a great height in the ail', with a gle
tln of 
slulshine on its snowy or silvery wings. 
" 'Vhat a splendid bird it must be 1 " Raia ]le. "And how very 
large it looks, though it Blust really be flying higher than the 
clouds!" 
"It lllakes llle trel1lhle!" whispered the child. " I am afraid to 
luok up into the air! It is Vel'y beautiful, ancl yet I dare only look 
at its image in the water. Deal' Bellerol)hun, do you nut see that 
it is no bird? It is the winged hm'se Pegasus! " 
Bellerophon's heart beg>()n to thruh! He gazed keenly lqmrard, 
hut could not see the winged creatlll'e, whether bird or horse; be- 
cause, just then, it hacl plunged into the flepey depths of a SUlluner 
cloud. It was but a llloment, however, hefore the object reap- 
peared, sinking lightly dowJI out of tlH-' cloud, althong'h still at 
" 
vast distance frOlll tllP earth. BellpropllOn caught tIlt:' ehihl in hi
 
anus, and shraJlk ha(.k with hilll, bO that they wpre hoth hidden 
am OIl 0' the thi('k shrnhlw1'Y which O'l'PW all around the fountain. 

 ,b 
Not that he was afraid uf any harm, hut he dreaded ll'st, if Pegasus 
caught a glirnpse of tlu>m, 'he woulcl fly far away, and alight in 
f'Ollle inaccessihle nlOuntain - top. For it was really the winged 
hol'sP. After they had expe(.ted hilll RO long, he was cOIning' to 
lluench his thirst with the water of Pirene. 
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Nearer and nearer CaIue the aerial wonder, flying In great circles, 
as yuu luay havp seen a dove when about to alig'ht. Ðownwanl 
CaIue Pega::;us, in thuse wide, sweeping circles, which grew nar- 
rower, and narrower still, as he gradually approached the earth. 
TIlP nigher the view of him, the lllore beautiful he was, and the 
nlOl'e marvellous the sweep of his silvery wings. At last, with so 
lig'ht a pressure as hardly to bend the grass abuut the fountain, or 
imprint a hoof-tramp in thp sand of its lnargin, he alighted, and, 
stooping his wild head, began to chinle He drew in the water, 
with long and pleasant sighs, and tranquil pauses of enjoynlent; 
and then another draught, and another, and another. For, nowhere 
in tIlt' worl(l, or up aIllong' the clouds, did Pegasus love any water 
m; he loved this of Pirpne. And when his thirst was slaked, he 
cropped a fpw uf the hOlwy-hlossoms of the dovel', delicately tast- 
ing them, but not caring to lnake a hearty meal, because the herb- 
age, just beneath the clouds, on the lofty sides of l\Iount IIelicon, 
suited his palate better than this ordinary grass. 
After thus drinking to his heart's content, and, in his dainty 
fashiun, cundescending' to take a little food, the winge(l horse be- 
gan to caper to and fro, and dance as it were, out uf nlere idleness 
and sport. There never was a lllore playful creature made than 
this very Pegasus. So there he frisked, in a way that it delights 
lue to think abuut, fluttering' his great wings as lightly as ever did 
a linnet, and running little races, half on earth and half in air, 
and which I knuw nut whether to ('all a flight 01' a gallop. \Vhen 
a creature is perfectly able to fly, he ::;Oluetimes chooses to run, just 
for the pastime of the thing; and ::;0 diel Pegasus, although it cost 
hinl sume littIe trouble to keep his hoofs so near the ground. Bel- 
lerophon, lueanwhile, holding the child's hand, peeped forth from 
the shrubhpry, and thoug'ht that never was any sight so beautiful 
as this, nor pver a horse's eyes so wild and spirited as those of Peg- 
asus. It seeilled a sin to think of bridling him and riding on his 
back. 
On('c ur twi('e, Pegmms stopped, and snuffed the air, pricking up 
his ears, tossing his head, awl turning it on all sides, as if he partly 
suspected somp mischipf or other. Seeing nothing, however, and 
hearing no !sound, he suun hegan his antics again. 
Ât length, - not that he was weary, but only idle and luxuri- 
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ous, - Pegasu
 fulded his wings, and lay duwll on tJl{' soft green 
turf. But, being tuo full of aerial life to rflnain quiet tor nHlny 
llloments together, he soon rolled over on his hack, with his foul' 
slpuder legs in the air. It was beautiful to see hin1, this one soli- 
tary creature, whose lnatf' had never Lepn created, but who needed 
no 
Olnpanion, and, living a great utany hundred years, was as 
happy as the centuries were long. The InOl'e llf--' did such things as 
lllortal horses are accustOlued to do, the le
s earthly and the 1110re 
wonderful he seelned. Bellprophon and the child ahllost held their 
breath, partly rrOl11 a delightful awe, but still more hecause they 
dreaded lest the slightest stir ur nlurlllur should send him up, with 
the speell of an arrow-flight, into the farthest bltH-' of the sky. 
Finally, when he had had enough of rolling over and over, Peg- 
asus turned himself ahout, and, indolently, like auy other horse, 
put out his fore leg's, iu order to rise from the ground; and ßel- 
leruphon, who had g'uessed that he would do so, darted suddenly 
fron1 the thicket, au (I leaped astride of his hack. 
Yes, there he sat, ou the hack of the wiuged hor
e ! 
But what a hound did Pegasus ulake, when, for the first tinle, he 
felt the weight of a nlOrtal man upon his loins! A hound, indeed! 
Befure he had time to (Ira w a hreath. TIelleropllOn fouud himself 
five huw!rpd feet aloft, and still shooting' upward, while tlH-' winged 
horse snorte(l and tremhled with terror and anger. Upward he 
went, up, up, up, until he plung'ed into the cold luisty bosom of a 
cloud, at which, only a little while herore, Bpllerophon had been 
gazing, and tlll('ying it a very pleasaut spot. Then again, out of 
the heart of the eloud. Peg'asus shot duwn like a thunderholt, as if 
he n1eant to dash both himself and his rider headlong' against a 
ruck. Thpn 11(> wpnt throuo'h abuut a thousaud uf the wildest ca p - 
r. 
rioles that had ever been performed either by a bird or a horse. 
I ('annot tp]J you half that he did. lIe 
;}állllllPd straight for- 
ward, and sidewi:
Ys, awl ha(.lnvard. He' rpared himself l'rect, with 
his fore leg's on ê
 "TPat.h of mist. awl his hind lpg's on nuthing at 
all. lIe fhmg' out his hepls lH>hilHl, and put down his head between 
his legs, wÙh his wings l)ointillg rig'ht upwar(l. At about two 
miles' height above the earth, he turue(l a somerset, 
o that BeIlel'- 
opholl's heelR were where his head should have been, and he seeuled 
to luok down iuto the 
ky, insteaÆI uf up. lIe twisted his head 
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about, and, looking Bellerophou iu the face, with fire flashing frOln 
his eyes, lnade a terrible atteulpt to bite hiul. He fluttered his 
pinions so wildly that OUe of the silver feathers was shaken out, 
and floating earthward, was picked up by the child, ,vho kept it as 
long as he lived, in 11lmllOl'Y of Pegasus and Bellerophon. 
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But the latter (who, as you lllaY judge, was as good a horseman 
as ever galloped) had been watc.hing his opportunity, and at last 
clapped the golden bit of the enchante(l bridle between the winged 
steed's jaws. No sooner was this done, than Pegasus becmlle as 
lnanageable as if he had tah:en food, all his life, out of Bellero- 
phon's hau(l. To speak what I really feel, it was ahnost a sadness 
to see so wild a creature gruw suddenly so tame. And Pegasus 
seemed to feel it so, likewise. He louked round tu Belleruphun, 
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with the tears in his beautiful eyes, instpad of the n.rp that so re- 
cently flashed from theIne But when Bpllerophon patted his head, 
and spoke a few authoritative, yet kind anel soothing words, another 
look CaIne into the eyes of Pegasus; for he was glad at heart, after 
so lnany lonely centuries, to have found a companion and a master. 
Thus it always is with winged horses, and with all such wild aud 
solitary creatures. If you can catch and overconle them, it is the 
surest way to win their love. 
'Vhile Pegasus had been doing his UtIllost to shake Bellerophon 
off his Lack, he had flown a very long distance; and they had conle 
within sight of a lofty lllountain by the time the bit was in his 
lllouth. Bellerophon had seen this 11loHntain before, and lnww it 
to be IIelicon, on the f,Unllllit of whieh was the winged horse's 
abode. Thither (after looking gently into his ridt'r's face, as if to 
ask leave) Pegasus now flew, and, alighting', waited patiently until 
Bellerophon should please to dislllOllut. The young man, accord- 
iugly, leaped fronl his steed's back, hut still held hiIn fast by the 
bridle. l\Ieeting his eyes, however, he was so affected by the gen- 
tleness of his aspect, and by the thought uf the free life which 
Pegasus had heretofore lived, that he could not bear to keep him a 
prisoner, if he really desired his liberty. 
Obeying this generous inlPulse he slipped the enchanted bridle 
off the head of Pegasus, and took the bit fronl his nlouth. 
"Leave me, Pegasus! " said he. "Either leave nle, or love llle." 
In an instant, the winged horse shot ahllost out of sight, soaring 
straig"ht upward frOln the sUllllnit of l\iount Helicon. Being long 
after 
mnset, it was now twilight on the lliountain-top, and dusky 
eveninO" over all tllP ['ountry round about. But Pegasus flew so 
h . 
hig'h that he overtook tlu" departeel day, and was bathed in the 
upper radianee of the suu. Aseending" higher and higher, he 
looked like a bright speck, and, at last, could no longer .he seen in 
the hollow waste of the sky. And Bellt'rophon was afraId that lw 
should never behold him ]
lore. But, while he was lamenting hi
 
own folly, the bright speck reappeared, and drew nearer and nearer, 
until it descended lower than the sunshine; and, behold, Pegasu
 
had COllle hack! After this trial there was no more fear of the 
winged horse's lllaking' his escape. He and Bellerophon were 
friendð, and put loving" faith in one another. 
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That night they lay clown and 
lept tugether, with Bellerophon's 
arnl about the neck of Pegasus, Hut as a caution, hut for kindness. 
Aild they awoke at peep of day, and barlp OHP another good lllorn- 
ing, each in his own lang'uage. 
In this nlanner, Belleropholl and the wondruus steed spent sev- 
eral days, and grew better acquainted and fonder of each other all 
the time. They went on long aerial journeys, and SOlnetilnes as- 
cended so high that the earth looked hardly bigger than - the 
Inoon. They visited distant countries, and alllazed the inhabitants, 
who thought that the beautiflù young nmn, on the back of the 
wiugeel horse, HUlst have COllle clown uut uf the sky. A thousand 
111Ïles a day was no more than an easy space for the fleet Pegasus 
to pass over. Belleruphon was delighted with this kind of life, and 
woulel have liked nothing bettel' than to live always in the SaIne 
way, aloft in the clear atmospherp; for it was always sunny weather 
up there, however cheerless and rainy it lnight be in the lower l'e- 
gion. Bnt he could not forget the hurrible Chinlæra, which he 
had promiseel King Iobates to slay. So, at last, when he had be- 
COllle well accustOlned to feats of horselnanship in the air, and could 
lllanage Pegasus with the least lllotion of his hand, and hacl taught 
hinl to obey his voice, he detern1Ïned to attenll)t the performance of 
this perilous adventure. 
At daybreak, therpfore, as soon as he unclosed his eyes, he gently 
pinched the winged hurse's ear, in order to aronse hinl. Pegasus 
Ï1nnlediately started frOln the ground, and pranced about a quarter 
of a n1Ïle aloft, and lnade a grand sweep around the mountain-top, 
by way of showing that he was wide awake, and l'eady for any 
kind of an excursion. During the whole of tIns little flight, he ut- 
tered a loud, brisk, and lnelodious neigh, and finally CaIne down at 
Bellerol)hon's side, as lightly as ever you saw a sparrow hop upon a 
twig. 
" 'VeIl done, dear Pegasus! well done, my sky-skinuller ! " cried 
Relleruphon, fondly stroking the horse's neck. "And now, DIY 
fleet and beautiful friend, we lllust break our fast. To-day we are 
to fight the terrible Chiulæra." 
As !-lOon as they had eaten their lllorning meal, and drank SOllle 
sparkling water frOln a spring called IIippocl'elle, Pegasus held out 
his head, of his own accord, so that his lllaster Illight put on the 
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bridle. Then, with a great nlany playful leaps and airy cape rings, 
he shuwed his impatience tu be gune; while Bellerophun was gird- 
ing un hi
 sword, and hanging' his shield about his neck, and pl'e- 
paring hiInself for battle. 'V hen everything' was ready, the rider 
1l1ouIIted, an(l (as was his custOlu, when going a long distance) as- 
cended five lniles pel'pendicularly, so as the better to see whither he 
was dil'ecting his course. He then turned the head of Pegasus to- 
wards the east, and 
et uut fur Lycia. In their flight they overtook 
an eagle, and Cêuue so nigh hiIn, before he could get out of their 
way, that Belleropholl lllight easily have caught hilu by the leg. 
Hastening onward at this rate, it was still early in the forenoon 
when they beheld the lofty nlountaills of Lycia, with their deep 
and shaggy valleys. If Bellerophon had been tuld truly, it was 
in one of thuse dislual valleys that tIlt-' hideuuH ChÏInæra had taken 
up its abode. 
Being now so near their jOlll'ney's end, the winged horse grad- 
ually descen(le(l with his rider; aJul they took advantage of SOUle 
clouds that were floating over the nlOuntain-tops, in order to con- 
ceal thelllseives. IIuvering un the upper surface of a clond, and 
peeping over its edge, Bellerophon had a pretty distinct view of 
the lnountainous part of Lycia, and could look into all its shadowy 
vales at once. At first thel'e appeared to he nuthing remarkable. 
It was a wild, savage, and rocky tract of hig'h and pl'ecipituus hills. 
In the Ulore level part of the country, there were the ruins of 
houses that had been burnt, and, here and there, the carcasses of 
dead cattle, strewn about the pastures where they had been feed- 
Ing. 
" The ChilluBra. IllUSt have dOlle this luischief," thought Bellel'o- 
phon. " But whel'e ean the lnonster be ? " 
As I have alrea(ly said, thel"e was nothing remarkable to he clp- 
tected, at first sight, ill any of the valleys and dells that lay aIllong' 
the pl'ecipitous heights of the 11l0lultains. Nothing at all; unless, 
indeed, it were thl'ee spires of bla('k sllloke, whi(.h issned frOlll what 
seelHed to be the lllOuth of a cavern, and clal1lbere..l sullenly into 
the atnlOsphere. Before reaching the Inountain - top, these three 
black 
lHoke-wreaths 111ing'led the111Splves into one. The can-'rn was 
ahllost directly heneath the willge<1 horse and his rider, at the dis- 
tance of abuut a thuusand feet. The smoke, as it crept heavily up- 
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ward, had an ugly, sulphuruus, 
tifling scent, which caused Pegasus 
to 
nort and Bellerophon to 
neeze. So disagreeable was it to the 
lllarvellous steed (who was accustOlued to breathe only the purest 
air), that he waved his wings, and shut half a milt' out of the 
rang'e of this offensive vapur. 
But, on looking behind hinl, Bellerophon saw sOlllething that in- 
dueed him tir
t to draw the bridle, and then to turn Pegasus ahout. 
He made a ::;ig'n, which the winged horse understood, and sunk 
slowly through the air, until his hoofs were scarcely 1110re than a 
man'
 lwight ahuve the rocky bottom of the valley. In front, as 
far off as you eould throw a stone, was the cavern's mouth, with 
the three silluke-wreaths oozing out of it. And what else did Bel- 
lerophon behold there ? 
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There semned to be a heap of strange aud terrible creatures 
curled up within the eavern. Their bodies lay so close together, 
that Bellerophon could not distinguish theln apart; hut, judging 
by their heads, one of these creatures was a huge snake, th4" second 
a fierce lion, and the third an ugly goat. Tlw lion and the goat 
were asleep; the snake was broad awake, aud kept staring around 
hin1 with a great pair of fiery eyes. But - and this was the lnost 
wonderful part of the matter - the three Rpll'eR of snloke evidently 
i
sued frOln the no
trils of the
p three heads! So 
trange was the 
spectacle, that, though Bpllerol)hon had been all along' t'xpecting' 
it, the truth did not iUllllediately oeeur tu hinl, that here W<tK tlw 
terrible three-headed Chilnæra. He had found out the Chimæra's 
cavern. The snake, the lion, and tlIP guat, as he SUPl)osed thenl to 
be, wpre not thl'pe selJal'ate el'eature
, hut one nlonster ! 
The wicked, hateflll thing'! Shuubel'ing as two third
 uf it 
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were, it still held, in it
 abominable daw
, the renlnant of an un- 
fortunate hunt>, - 01' possibly (but I hate to think so) it was a dear 
little boy, - which its three nlOuths had been gnawing', hefore two 
of thenl fell asleep! 
All at once, Bellerophon started as fronl a dream, and knew it to 
be the Chimæra. Pegasus 
eelned to know it, at the same instant, 
and sent forth a neigh, that ::;ounded like the call of a tl'lunpet to 
battle. At this sound the three heads reared themselyes erect, and 
belched out great flashes of flame. Before Bellerophon had time 
to con
ider what to do next, the monster flung itself out of the 
cavern and sprung straight towards him, with its i111111ense claws 
extended, and its snaky tail twisting' itself venolllOl1sly behind. If 
Pegasus had not been as Ilullble as a bird, both he and his rider 
would have been overthrown by the Chinlæra's headlong rush, and 
thus the hattle have been ended hefore it was well begun. But 
the winged horse was not to be caug"ht so. In the twinkling of an 
eye he was up aloft, half-way to the douds, sHorting with anger. 
He shuddered, too, not with affright, but with utter disgust at the 
10athsOlnenéss of this poisonous thing with three heads. 
The Chinlæra, on the other hand, raised itself up so as to stand 
absolutely on the tip-end of its tail, with its talons pawing fiercely 
in the air, and its three heads spluttering fire at Pegasus and his 
rider. 1\1 y stars, how it l'oared, aua hi

ed, aud bellowed! Beller- 
opIum, lneanwhile, was fitting his shiel(l on his arm, and drawing 
his sworel. 
" Now, lilY beloved Pegasus," he whispere(l in the wiuged horsp's 
ear, "thou IllUst help lue to slay this insufferable ulOnster; or else 
thou shalt fly back to thy solitary 11101ultain-peak without thy friend 
Bellerophon. For either tIlt-' Chimæra dies, or its three nlouths 
shall gnaw this head of mine, which has slumbered upon thy 
neck ! " 
Peg"aSUH whinnipd, and, turning" bark his head, rubbed his nose 
tenderly ag"ainst his rider's cheek. It was his way of telling hUll 
that, though he had wings an(l was an iUll110rtal horse, yet he would 
perish, if it were possible for iJlll110rtality to perish, rather than 
leave Bellerophon behind. 
"I thank you, Pegasus," answered Bellerophon. "Now, then, 
let us Juake a dash at the JllOnstel' ! " 
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Uttering' these words, he shook the bridle; and Pegasus darted 
down aslant, as swift as the flight of an arrow, l'ight towards the 
Chinlæra's threefold head, which, all this time, was poking itself as 
high as it could into the ail'. As he CaIne within ann's-length, 
Bellerophon lnade a cut at the n1onster, but was carried onward by 
his steed, hefore he could see whether the blow had been 'succeRsful. 
Pegasus continued his course, but soon wheeled round, at about 
the SaIne distance from the Chin1æra as befol'e. Bellerophon then 
perceived that he had cut the goat's head of the monster ahnost 
off, so that it dangled downward by the skin, and seetned quite 
dead. 
But, to nmke anlends, the snake's head and the lion's head had 
taken all the fierceness of the dead one into themselves, and spit 
fhune, and hissed, and roared, with a vast deal n10re fury than be- 
fore. 
" Never 1nind, Iny brave Pegasus!" cried Bellel'ophon. " 'Vith 
another stroke like that, we will stop either it
 hissing or its roar- 
. " 
lng' . 
And again he bhook the bridle. Dashing' aslantwise, aH hefore, 
the winged horse nmde another arrow-flig'ht towards the Chimæra, 
and Bellerophon ain1ed another downrig'ht stroke at one of tllP two 
renmining' heads, as he shot by. But this tune, neither he nor 
Pegasus escaped so well as at first. 'Vith one of its claws, the 
Chimæra had given the young man a deep scratch in his shoulder, 
and had slightly daInaged the left wing of the flying' steed with 
the other. On his part, Bellerophon had lnortally wounded the 
lion's head of the n1onster, insonHwh that it now hung' downward, 
with its fire ahnost extinguished, and sending out gasps of thick 
black 
;Inoke. The snake's head, however (which was the only one 
now left), wa
 twice as fierce and venomous as ever before. It 
belched forth shoots of fire five hundred yards long', and en1Îtted 
hisses so loud, so harsh, and so ear-piercing, that King IoLates 
heard them, fifty n1Îles off, and trembled till the throne shook 
under hinl. 
" 'Vell-a-day !" thought the poor king; "the Chimæra is per- 
tainly coming to devour 111e ! " 
Meanwhile Pegasus had again paused in the air, and neighed 
angrily, while sparkles of a pure crystal RaIne darted out of his 
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eyes. IIow unlike the lurid fire of the Chimæra! The aerial 
steed's spirit was all aroused, and so was that of Bellerophon. 
"Dost thou bleed, lny inunortal horse?" cried the yuung man, 
caring less for his own hurt than for the anguish of this glorious 
ereature, that ought never to have tasted pain. "The execrable 
Chinuera shall pay for this ll1Ïschief with his last head! " 
Then he shook the bridle, shuuted loudl y , and o"lIided Peo-asus , 
. ð h 
not aslant wise as before, but straight at the monster's hideous frout. 
So rapid was the onset, that it seelHed hut a dazzle and a flash be- 
fore Bellerophon was at dos(' gTipes with his enenlY. 
The Uhimæra, by this tinle, after losing' its second lwad, had got 
into a red-hot passion of pain and l'aIllpant rag-e. It so flounced 
about, half on earth and partly in the air, that it was impussible to 
say which element it rested upon. It opened its snake-jaws to such 
an abOluinable width, that Peg-asus n1Ïght almost, I was going to 
say, have flown right down its throat, wings outspread, rider and 
all! At their apprOêU'h it shot out a trelllendous blast of its fipry 
breath, and enveloped Bellerophon and his 
teed in a l)erfeet atlnos- 
l >here of flêulle , sino-eino' the wino's of Peo'asus , scorchinO' off one 
b b b b b 
whole side of the young luan's golden ringlets, and making' thelll 
hoth far hotter than was eomfortahle, frollt head to foot. 
But this was nothing' to what followed. 
'Vhen the airy rush of the wing-ed horse had brought hint within 
the distance of a hundred yards, the Chiluæra gave a spring, and 
flung its hug'e, awkward, venomous, and utterly detestahle carcass 
right upon poor Ppgasus, dung- round him with n1Ïght and nlain, 
and tied up its snaky tail into a knot! Up flew tlw aerial steed, 
hig-her, higher, hig'lwr, above the lllUuntain-peaks, above the douds, 
and almost out of sight uf the solid earth. But still the earth-horll 
lllonster kept its hold, and was borne upward, along with the C'rea- 
ture of light and air. Bellf'rophon, meanwhilf', turning ahout, 
found himself face to fa('p with tit(> uo-Iv b OTilllnpss of the Chim
era's 
t"I. 
visaO'e and eould onlv avoid being scurched to death, or hitten 
b , . . 
rio-ht in twain, by holdin o ' H I ) his 
hield. Over the uP I )er edg-e of 
b . h 
the shield, he looked sternly into the savag'e eyps of the llHHlster. 
But the Chimæra was HO llmd and wild with pain, that it did not 
guard itsf'lf so well as n1Íg-llt else have heen the case. Perhaps, 
after all, the best way to fight a Chimæra is by getting as close to 
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it as you can. In its f'tIorts to stick its horrihle iron claws into its 
enenlY, the creature left its own breast quite expm;ed; and perceiv- 
ing' this, Bellerophon thrust his sword up to the hilt into its cruel 
heart. Illlnle- d i ate I y the 
snaky tail uu- tied its knot. 
TllP nHmster let gu its huld 
o f Peg'asus, and fell frOlll 
t hat vas t height, down- 
ward; while tlw fire within 
its bosolll, in- stead of being 
put 0 u t , burned fiercer 
than ever, and q uicldy began 
to con s U III e the dead car- 
cass. T h u s it fell 0 u t of 
the sky, all aHaIne, and (it 
beino' nio'ht- fall before it 
n b 
reached t h p earth) was mis- 
t a ken tor a shooting s tar 
or a cO III e t . But, at early 
sunrIse, SOlne cottagers were 
o'oin o' to their da y 's 1 a b 0 r . 
b n 
and saw, to their astonish- 
In e nt, t hat several acres of 
ground were s t re w n with 
b 1 a c k ashes. Iu the middlè 
of a fie I d , the I' e was a 
heap of whit- ened bones, a 
great deal higher than a haystack. Nothing else was ever seen of 
the dreadful Chinuera ! 
And when Bellerophon had won the victory, llf' Lent forward 
and kis
ed Peg'asus, while the tears stood in his eyes. 
" Back now, IllY beloved steed!" said he. "Back to the Foun- 
tain of Pirene ! " 
Pegasus skinuned throug'h the air, quieker than ever he did he- 
fore, and re.U'hed the fountain in a very short time. And there he 
found the old 111an leaniÎ1g on his staff, and the country fellow 
watering his cow, and the pretty maiden filling her pih.her. 
" I renwmber now," quoth the old man, "I saw this wing'ed 
10 
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horse oncf' before, when I was ljuite a lad. But he was ten tilues 
handsOlller in those days." 
"I own a eart-horHe, worth thrpe of hinl!" said the country 
fellow. " If this pony were mine, the first thing I should do would 
he to dip his wing:s ! " 
Rut the puor maiden said nothing, for she had always the luck 
to he afraid at tlw wrong' tilne. So bhe ran away, and let her 
}Jitcher tLUuhle down, and lnoke it. 
" \Vhere is the gentle ehild," asked Bellerophun, "who used to 
keep nle con11)(tny, and never lost his faith, and never was weary of 
gazing' into the fountain? " 
" Here anI I, dear Bellerophon ! " said the child, softly. 
For the little boy had spent day after day, on the- margin of 
Pirene, waiting for his friend to conle baek; hut when he pereeived 
Bellerophon descending' through the clouds, lllounted on the winged 
horse, he had shrunk hack into the shruhhery. He Was a delicate 
and tender child, and dreaded lm.,t the old nutn and the country 
fellow should See the tears gushing from his eyes. 
"Thou hast won the victory," said he, joyfully, running to the 
knee of Bellerophon, who still sat on the hack of Pegasus. " I 
knew thou wouldst." 
" Yes, deal' child!" replied Bellerophon, alighting frOlu the 
winged horse. "But if thy faith had not helped HIe, I should 
never have waited for Pegasus, and never have gone UI) ahovf' the 
clouds, and never have conquered the terrible Chimæra. Thou, Iny 
beloved little friend, hast done it all. And now let us give Pega- 
sus hi8 liherty." 
So he slipÌ>pd off tlw ew.hanted hridle frOlll the head of the Iuar- 
vellous steed. 
"Be free, foreverlnore, Iny Pegasus! " cried he, with a shade of 
sadue:ss in his tone. " Be as free as thou art fleet ! " 
But Pegasus reHted his head on Belleropholl's shouldpr, and 
would not he persuaded to take flight. 
" 'Veil then," said Bellerophon, caressing the airy horse, " thou 
Hhalt he with llle, as long' as thou wilt; and we will go together, 
forthwith, and tell King Iohates that the Uhinuera is destroyed." 
Then Bellerophon eluhraced the gentle child, and prOlnised to 
COlne to hill1 again, and departed. But, in after years, that child 
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took higher flights upon the aerial steed than ever did Bellerophon, 
and achieved Illore honorahle deeds than his friend's victol'Y over 
the Chinlæra. For, genth-' and tender as lu,-' was, he grew to be a 
lllio'htv l >oet ! 
b . 
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BALD-SUMMIT. 


AFTER THE STORY. 


EUSTACE BRIGHT told the legend of ßellerophon 
yith as mueh 
fervor and aninmtion as if he had really heell taking a gallop on 
the winged horse. At the condusion, he was gratified to discern, 
by the glowing cuuntenance:s uf his auditors, how greatly they had 
been interested. All their eyes were danciug" in their heads, ex- 
cept those of Prllllrose. In her eyes there were positively tears; 
for she was conscious of sOlllething in the legend which the rest of 
tlwnl were not yet old enough to feel. Child's story as it was, the 
student had contrived to breathe through it the ardor, the generous 
hope, and the lluaginative enterprise of youth. 
" I forgive you, now, Pl'iuU'ose," said he, "for all your ridicule 
of lnyself and my stories. One tear pays for a great deal of laugh- 
tel'. " 
" 'V ell, 1\11'. Bright," answered Primrose, wiping her eyes, and 
giving him another of her lllischievous snÚles, "it certainly does 
elevate your idea
, to get your head above the clouds. I advise 
you never to tell another story, unless it be, as at present, from the 
f . " 
top 0 a 11lountaIn. 
"Or frOlll the back of Pegasus," rel)lied Eustace, lang'hing. 
"Don't you think that I succeeded pretty well in eatehing' that 
wonderful pony 'I " 
" It was so like one of your nladcap pranks!" cried Prinll'ose, 
clapping' her hands. "I think I see you now on his hal'k, two 
n1Íles high, and with your head downward! It is well that you 
havt' not really an opportunity of trying your horsenmnship on any 
wilder steed than our soher Davy, or Old IIundred." 
" For nlY part, I wish I had Pegasus here, at this 11l0lnent," said 
the studpnt. "I would mount hinl forthwith, and gallop about 
the eountry, within a circllmference of a few llliles, making' literary 
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caUs on IllY brother-authors. Dr. Dewey would be within lilY 
reach, at the foot of Taconic. In btockbridge, yonder, is Mr. 
J aIues, conspicuous to all the world on his nlountain-pile of history 
and rOlllance. Longfellow, I believe, is not yet at the Ox-bow, 
else tIH-' winged horse would neigh at the sight of hinl. But, here 
in Lenox, I should find our nlUst truthful nuvelist, who has luade 
the seel1pry and life of Berkshire all her own. Ûn the hither side 
of Pittsfield sits Herman l\Iel ville, shaping out the gigantic concep- 
tion of his' 'Vhite 'Vhale,' while the gig'antic shape of Graylock 
looms upon hinl from his study-window. Another bound of lny 
flying' steed would hring nlE' to the door of Holmes, whOln I lllel1- 
tion last, because Pegasuf; would eertainly un
eat lne, the next 
minute, and clailn the poet as his rider." 
" Have we not an author for our llE'xt neighhor?" asked Priln- 
rose. " That silent man, who lives in the old red house, near Tan- 
glf'wo()(l A venue, and whom we sometilues llleet, with two children 
at his side, in the" ouds or at the lake. I think I have heard of 
his having written a poem, or a rOlnanCe, 01' an aritlllnetic, or a 
school-history, or SOllIe other kind of a book." 
"Hush, PrinlI'ose, hush!" exelaimed Eustace, in a thrilling 
whisppI', and putting' his finger on his lip. "Not a word ahout 
that lllan, even on a hill-top! If our bahhle were to reach his ears, 
and happen not to pleasp hilll, hf' has hut to fling a quire or two 
of paper into tlw stove, and you, Primrose, and I, and Periwinkle, 
Sweet Fern, Squash-BlossOlll, Bluf' Eye, Huckleberry, Clover, Cow- 
slip, Plantain, l\lilkweed, Dandelion, and Buttf'rf'up, - yes, and 
wise 311'. Pring'le, with his unfavorahlf' criticisms on my legends, 
and puor Mrs. Pringle, too, - would all turn to smoke, and go 
whisking up the fUllnel! Our neighhor in the red house is a harm- 
less sort of person enough, for aught I know, as concerns the rest 
of the world; hut something" whispers to nle that llE' has a terrible 
powpr over ourselvf's, extendiug' to nothing' short of annihilation." 
" And would Tang'lewood tUl'n to smoke, as wpII as we ? " asked 
Periwinkle, {Juite appalh'd at tlu.' threah'ned destruction. " ....\.nd 
what would become of Ben and Bruin?" 
" Tanglewood would remain," replied the student, "looking just 
as it does now, hut o('('upied hy an f'llÌil'f'ly aifff'rent family. And 
Ben and Bruin would be still alive, and would make themselves 
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very comfortable with tlw Lones frUIn the dinlwr-table, without 
ever thinking' of the good tilnes which they and we have had to- 
gether ! " 
" What nonsense you are talking! " exclaillled Primrose. 
'Vith idle chat of this kind, the party had already hegun to de- 
scend the hill, and were now within the shadow of the woods. 
Priull'ose gathered some lllountain-laurel, the leaf of whieh, though 
of last year's growth, wa
 still as vel'dant and elastic as if the frost 
and thaw had not alternately tried their force upon its texture. Of 
these twigs of laurel she twined a wreath, and took off the student's 
cap, in order to place it on his hrow. 
" Nobody elsp is likely to crown yuu for your stories," ohserved 
saucy Prinll'ose, ,,, so take this from TIle." 
"Do not bf' too :-;ure," answered EUSÌ<lCP, looking' really like a 
youthful poet, with the laurel among' his g-loss
. eurIs, "that I shall 
not win other wreaths hy these wondpl'ful and :1(lmirable stories. I 
lnean to spend all my leisure, during tlw rest uf the vaeation, and 
throughout tlw SlllHlller term at college, ill writing them out for the 
press. 1\11'. J. T. Fields (with whOlll 1 beeame acquainted when he 
was in Berkshire, last sunllller, and who is a poet as well as a pub- 
lisher) will see their unconllllon 1lwl'it at. a g'lance. J le will g'et 
them illustrated, 1 llOpP, hy Billinp;s, and will hring' theIn hefore 
the world ull<lpr the very hest of auspiees, through the en1Ïnent 
house of TICKNOR & Cu. In ahout nTe lnonths from this InOlllent, 
I nmkp no douht of heing reckoned among the lig'hts of the age! " 
"Poor boy!" said Primrose, half asidt'. h \Vhat a disappoint- 
Illent awaits hinl! " 
Descending a littl<, lower, BruiJl hl'gall to hark, and waR an- 
swered hy the grayer how-wow of the l'l'speetahh' Ben. They soon 
saw tlu.' p;ood old dog', keeping' l'art:'ful wateh O\'Pl' DalHldion, SWt'Pt 
Fprn, Cowslip, and S<luaHh-Rlossom. Thpsl' little' ]>pople, quite re- 
coyered from their fatigue, had HPt aLout g'athering' ehe('kel'herries, 
and now came (.lamhl'l'ing' to lllPet their playfl'llows. Thus re- 
united, the whole' party went down throug'h Luther Butler's 01'- 
ehard, and nlade the Lest of their way home to Tanglewood. '. 
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